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P  R  E  F  A  C  Fo 


i-M^^^  O  M  E  Years  ago  a  Colleaion  of 
^   g         Tunes  was  publifhed,  under  the 
yM   Title  of  Harmonia  Sacra.   I  be- 
lieve  all  unprejudicedPerfons  v/ho 
underftand  Mullc  allow,  that  it 
exceeds  beyond  all  Degrees  of  Comparifon,  any 
Thing  of  the  Kind  which  has  appeared  in  Eng- 
land  before  :  The  Tunes  bein'^;;  admirably  well 
chofen,  and  accurately  engraven,  not  only  for 
the  Voice,   but  likewife  for  the   Organ  or 
Harpnchord. 


2.  But 


PREFACE. 


2.  But  this,  tho'  It  is  excellent  in  its  Kind, 
is  not  the  Thing  which  I  want.  I  want  the 
People  called  Methodijis  to  fing  true,  the  Tunes 
which  are  in  common  U/s  among  them.  At  the 
fame  Time  I  want  them  to  have  in  One  Vo- 
lume, the  bejj  Hymn^  which  we  have  printed  : 
And  that,  in  tx  fmall  and  portable  Volume,  and 
one  of  an  eafy  Price* 

3.  I  have  been  endeavouring  for  more  than 
Twenty  Years  to  procure  fuch  a  Book  as 
this.  But, in  vain:  Mafters  of  Mufic  were 
above  follo'.ving  any  Dire<5lion  but  their  own. 
And  I  was  determined,  whoever  compiled  this, 
lliould  follow  my  Direction  :  Not  mending  our 
Tunes,  but  fetting  them  down,  neither  bet- 
ter nor  worfe  than  they  were.  At  leng;th  I 
have  prevailed.  The  following  Colleilion  con- 
tains all  the  Tunes  which  are  in  common  U/e 
amr>ng  us.  They  are  pricked  truey  exaflly  as 
I  define  all  our  Congregations  may  fmg  them.  : 
And  here  is  prefixt  to  them  a  CollecEtion  of 
thofe  Hymns  which  are  (I  think)  fome  of  the 
heji  we  have  publifhed.  The  Volume  likewife 
is  fmall^  as  well  as  the  Price.  7'his  therefore 
I  recommend,  preferably  to  all  Others. 


JOHN  WESLEY. 


S  E  L  C  E  T 
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SELECT HYMNS. 


To  the  Antient  of  Days, 
Who  was  born  ar.d  was  fiain  to  redeem  a  loll  Race. 


And  purchas'd  our  Lives  with  the  Price  of  his 

3  And  Hiall  Ke  not  have 
The  Lives  which  r  e  gave 

Such  an  infinite  Ranfom  for  ever  to  fave  ? 

4  Yes,  Lord,  we  are  thine. 
And  gladly  refign 

Our  Souls  to  be  fiird  with  the  Fannefs  divine  I 

5  Fow,  when  it  fhall  be. 
We  cannot  fcrefee  : 

But,  O  let  us  live,  let  us  die  unto  Thee  / 


HYMN  I. 


2 


Salvation  to  God, 
Who  carried  our  Load, 


(Blood, 


HYMN  II. 

1  T\/r^  God,  I  am  thine  : 
xVJ.  What  a  Comfort  divine. 

What  a  Blelnng  to  know  that  my  Jesus  is  mine  ? 

2  In  the  heav'niy  Lamb 

Thrice  happy  I  am,  (Name. 
And  my  Heart  doth  rejoice  at  the  Sound  of  his 

3'        True  Pleafures  abound 
In  the  rapturous  Sound, 
And  whoever  hath  found  it  hath  Paradife  found. 

4         My  Jesus  to  know 

And  feel  his  Blood  flow, 
*Ti3  Life  everlafting,  'tis  Heav'n  below, 

J         Yet  onward  T  hafte 

To  the  heav'nly  Feaft  :  ■» 
That,  that  is  the  Fulnefs  :  but  this  is  the  Tafle. 

6         And  this  I  Ihall  prove, 
Till  with  Jo7  1  remove 
To  the  Kcav'n  of  Heav'ns  in  Jesus's  Love. 


HYMN  III. 

3  Jesus,  my  Reft, 

\_/  [iov^  unfpeakably  bleft  ? 
Is  the  Sinner  that  comes  to  be  hid  in  thy  Breafl ! 

2  ^  I  come  at  thf  Call  : 

At  thy  Feet  do  I  fall, 
And  believe  and  confefsThee  my  God  and  my  AIL 

3  Thou  art  Mary^s  good  Part, 
The  Thing  needful  Thou  art, 

The  Defile  of  my  Eyes,  and  the  Joy  of  my  Teart : 

My 
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4  My  Comfort  and  Stay, 
My  Life  and  my  Way  : 

My  Crown  of  Rejoicing  in  that  happy  Day. 

5  Health,  Pardon  and  Peace 
Jn  Thee  I  poflefs  : 

lean  have  nothing  more  ;  I  will  have  nothing  lefs. 

6  I  ftand  in  thy  Might, 
I  walk  in  thy  Light  ; 

And  all  Heav'n  1  claim  m  thy  Goo-giving  Right, 


HYMN  IV. 

1  JESUS  my  Hope, 
For  me  ofrer'd  up 

Who  with  Clamour  purfued  thee  to  Calvarfi  Top. 

The  Biood  thoa  haft  flied, 

For  me  let  it  plead, 
And  declare  thou  haft  dy'd  in  thyMurderer's  ftead. 

2  Thy  Blood,  which  alone 
For  Sin  couM  atone, 

For  the  infinite  Evil  I  maadly  have  done  : 

Th[*t  only  can  feal, 

My  Pardon  and  fill 
My  Heart  with  a  Power  of  obeying  thy  Will. 

3  Now,  now  let  me  know 
It.s  Virtue  below  ; 

Let  it  wafh  me,  and  1  iTiall  be  whiter  than  Snow» 

Let  it  hallow  my  Heart, 

And  thro'ly  convert, 
And  make,  me,  O  Lord,  in  the  World  as  thou  art. 

4  Each  Moment  apply'd. 
My  Weaknefs  to  hide. 

Thy  Biood  be  upon  me,  and  always  abide  : 


My 
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My  Advocate  prove 
W  itli  the  Father  above, 
And  rpeak  me  at  lall  to  the  Throne  of  thy  L(f/2. 


HYMN  V. 


1  A  L  L  ye  that  pafs  by 

2~\  To  JtiUs  draw  nigh  : 

To  You  is  it  nothing  that  Je^us  ilioald  die  ? 
Your  Ranfom  and  Peace, 
Your  Surety  He  is  : 

Come,  fee  if  there  ever  was  Sorrow  like  hii  f 

z  For  what  you  have  done 

His  Blood  muil  atone  : 
The  Fat  HE  R  hath  puniili'd  for  you  his  dear  Son  : 

The  Lord  in  the  Day 

Of  his  -  nger  did  lay 
Your  Sins  on  the  Lamb,  and  He  bore  them  away. 

3  He  aafwer'd  for  all.  . 
O  come  at  his  Call : 

And  lo  at  his  Feet  vvith  xAftoniihment  fall  ! 
Ye  all  may  receive 
The  Peace  He  did  leave, 
Who  made  Intercellion,  "  My  Father,  forgive." 

4  For  you  and  for  me 
He  pray'd  on  the  Tree  : 

Tlie  Pray'r  is  accepted  :  the  inner  is  free. 

The  Sinner  am  I, 

Who  on  Je'U3  rely, 
And  come  for  the  Pardon  God  cannot  deny. 

5  My  Pardon  I  claim  ; 

For  a   inner  I  am, 
A  C inner  believing  on  J'-sus's  Name. 

He  purchai'd  the  Grace, 

Whi:h  no^v  I  ei  b/ace  :         *  (Place. 
OFatker,  T;^ou  kr.ov/'u,  l.e  hath  dy'd  in  my 
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6  His  Death  is  my  Plea, 

My  Advocate  fee^  (mf. 
And  hear  the  Blood  fpeak  that  hath  anrwer'd  for 

Aquitted  I  was 

When  he  hung  on  the  Crofs, 
And  by  lofing  his  Life  he  hath  carry'd  my  Caufc, 


HYMN  VI. 

1  A  ^  ^^^^     "°  more, 
jTx  The  Spirit  and  Power 
Of  Jesus  our  God 

Is  not  to  be  found  in  the  life-giving  Food  ! 

2  Did  Jesus  ordain 
His  Supper  in  vain  ? 
And  furnilh  a  Feaft, 

For  none  but  his  earlieft  Servants  to  tafte  f 

3  Nay,  but  this  is  his  V/ill 
(We  know  it  and  feel) 
That  z/je  fhould  partake 

The  Banquet  for  All  He  fo  freely  did  make. 

4  Tis  God  we  believe. 
Who  cannot  deceive  : 
The  Witnefs  of  God 

Is  prefent,  and  fpeaks  in  the  myllical  Blood. 

^         Receiving  the  Bread 

On  Jesus  we  feed  : 

It  doch  not  appear  - 
The  Manner  of  working  :  but  Jesus  is  here  ! 

6         O  that  all  Men  would  Kalle 

To  this  fpiritual  Fealt  j 

At  Jesus's  Word 
Do  this,  and  be  fed  with  the  Love  of  their  Lord  ! 


True 
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7         True  Light  of  Mankind, 

Shine  into  their  Mind, 

And  clearly  reveal 
Thy  perfedl,  and  good,  and  acceptable  Will. 

I         Bring  near  the  glad  Day. 

When  all  lhall  obey 

Thy  dying  Requeil, 
And  eat  of  thy  Supper,-  and  lean  on  thy  Breaft. 

9  To  all  Men  impart 

One  Way  and  one  Heart  : 
Tii  y  People  be  fiiown 
All  ri^hteousj  and  fpotlefs,  and  perfsfl  in  One. 

10  Then,  then  let  us  fee 
Thy  Glory,  and  be 
Coaght  up  in  the  Air, 

This  heavenly  Supper  in  Heaven  to  Ihare. 

HYMN  VII. 

1  ✓^O  M  E  let  U5  anew 

Our  Journey  purfue. 

Roll  round  with  ihe  Year, 
And  never  l^and  fall,  till  the  Mailer  appear : 

His  adorable  Will, 

Let  us  gladly  fulnl. 

And  our  Talents  improve 
-By  the  Patience  of  Hope,  and  the  Labour  of  Love. 

2  Our  Life  is  a  Dream, 
Our  Time  as  a  Stream 
Glides  fvvifcly  away, 

And  the  fugaive  Moment  refufe;  to  flay. 

The  Arrow  is  flovvn, 

The  Mo:i;ent  is  gone  : 

The  Millennial  Year 
RuH.e?  cn  to  Gi:r  V:cv*,  and  Eternity's  here  ! 


O  th- 
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3        O  that  each  in  the  Day 
Of  his  Coming  may  fay 
I  have  fought  my  Way  thro', 
I  have  £ni{h'd  the  Work  Thou  didll  give  me  to  d#„ 
O  that  each  from  his  Lord 
May  receive  the  glad  Word, 
Well  and  faithfully  done  ! 
Enter  into  my  Joy,  and  fit  down  on  my  Throne!" 


y\_  Cur  Troubles  and  Tears  ! 
The  Spirit  is  come. 
The  Witnefs  of  Jesu?  return'd  to  his  Home. 
The  Pledge  of  our  Lord 
To  his  Heaven  reftor'd 
Is  fent  from  the  Sky, 
And  tells  us  our  Head  is  exalted  on  high. 

•1         Our  Advocate  there 

By  his  Blood  and  his  Pray'r, 

The  Gift  hath  obtained, 
-i^or  us  He  hrth  pray'd  and  the  Comforter  gain'd 

Our  glorify'd  Head 
His  Spirit  hath  fhed 

With  his  Feopje  to  ftay  ; 
i^nd  never  again  will  He  take  Him  away. 

3  Our  heavenly  Guide 
With  us  (hall  abide. 
his  Comfort  impart, 

And  fet  up  his  Kingdom  of  Love  in  our  fleart. 

The  Heart  that  believes. 

His  Kingdom  receives. 

His  Power  and  his  Peace, 
His  Life  and  his  Joy's  everlafting  Increafe, 

4  Then  let  us  rejoice 


HYMN  VIII. 


In  H  eart  and  in  Voice, 
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Our  Leader  purfue. 
And  out  as  we  travel  the  Wildernefs  thro' 

With  the  Spirit  remove 

To  the  Sion  above  ; 

Triumphant  arife. 
And  walk  with  our  God,  till  we  fly  to  the  Skies, 

H  Y  M  N  IX. 

1  T^RAISE  be  to  the  Father  given, 

Christ  He  gave,  Us  to  fave. 
Now  the  Heirs  of  Heaven. 

2  Pay  we  equal  Adoration 

To  the  Son  :  He  alone 
Wrought  out  our  Salvation. 

3  Glory  to  th*  eternal  Spirit  ! 

Us  Hefeals,  Christ  reveals. 
And  applies  his  Merit. 

jj.     Worfiiip,  Honour,  Thanks  and  BleiTing, 
One  and  Three,  Give  we  Thee, 
Never,  never  ceafing. 

HYMN  X- 

f      T  E  S  U,  Come,  my  Hope  of  Glory  ^ 
J    Purify,  Me,  that  I 
May  with  Saints  adore  Thee. 

2  Big  with  earneft  Expedlation, 

Still  I  fit,  At  thy  Feet, 
Longing  for  Salvation. 

3  My  poor  Heart  vouchfafe  to  dwell  in : 

Make  me  Thine,  Love  divine. 
By  thy  Spirit's  fealing. 

Th© 
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4 
5 

7 


4 


Thou  hafl  laid  the  fure  Foundation 

Of  iny  Hope,  build  me  up  ; 
Finifh  thy  Creation. 

From  this  inbred  '^in  deliver  ; 

Let  the  Yoke,  Now  be  broke. 
Make  me  thine  for  ever. 

Partner  of  thy  perfe£l  Nature 

Let  me  be  Now  in  Thee 
A  new,  finlefs  Creature. 

Perfefl  when  I  walk  before  Thee. 

Soon  or  late,  then  tranflate 
To  the  Realms  of  Glory. 


HYMN  XI. 

HOU  very  Pafchal  Lamb, 


1      Whofe  Blood  for  us  was  fhed. 
Thro'  whom  we  out  of  Egypt  came. 
Thy  ranfom'd  People  lead. 

Angel  of  Gofpel-Grace, 
^  Fulfil  thy  Charader  ; 
To  guard  and  feed  the  chofen  Race 
In  I/rae/'s  Camp  appear. 

Throughout  the  defert  Way 
Conduifl  us  by  thy  Light  : 
Be  Thou  a  cooling  Cloud  by  Day, 
A  chearing  Fire  by  Night, 

Our  fainting  Souls  fullain 
With  BlefTmgs  from  above, 
And  ever  on  thy  People  reign 
The  Manna  of  thy  Love. 


B 


ii  Y  M  N 
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HYMN  XII. 

CO  M  E  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  Joys  be  known  : 
Join  in  a  Song  with  fvveet  Accord, 
While  ye  furround  his  Throne. 

Let  thofe  r efafe  to  fing. 
Who  never  knew  our  God  : 
But  Servants  of  the  heav'nly  King 
May  fpeak  their  Joys  abroad. 

The  God  that  rules  on  high, 
And  all  the  Earth  furveys.. 
That  rides  upon  the  ilormy  ^ky, 
And  calms  the  roaring  Seas  : 

This  awful  God  i=  ours  ; 
Our  Father  and  our  Love  ; 
Thou  fhak  fend  down  thy  heav'niy  Powers 
To  carry  us  above. 

There  we  fliall  fee  his  Face, 
And  never,  never  fin  : 
There  from  the  Riveis  cf  his  Grace 
Drink  endlefs  Pleafare?  in. 

Yea,  and  before  we  rife 
To  that  immortal  State, 
The  Thoughts  of  fuch  amaz'n^  Elifs 
Should  conftant  Joys  create. 

The  Men  of  Grace  have  foand 
Glory  begun  below  : 
Celel^ial  Fruits  on  earthly  Ground 
From  Faith  and  Hope  may  grow. 

Then  let  our  Songs  abound. 
And  ev'ry  Tear  be  dry  : 
We're  marching  thro'  1m Manuel's  Ground 
To  fairer  Worlds  on  hi^h. 
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HYMN  XIII. 

FATHER,  our  Hearts  we  lift. 
Up  to  thy  gracious  Throne, 
And  blei's  Thee  for  the  precious  Gift 

Of  thine  incarnate  Son  : 
The  Gift  unfpeakable 

V/e  thankfully  receive. 
And  to  the  World  thy  Goodnefs  tell, 
And  to  thy  Glory  live. 

A  Peace  on  Earth  He  brings 

That  never  more  fhall  end  : 
The  Lord  of  Hofts,  the  Kjng  of  Kings, 

Proclaims  Himfelf  our  Friend  : 
AfTumes  our  Flefh  and  Blood, 

That  Vv'e  his  Spirit  may  gain, 
Th.e  eternal  Son  of  God, 

The  mortal  Son  of  Man. 

His  Kingdom  from  above 

He  doth  to  us  impart, 
And  pure  Benevolence  and  Love' 

C'erflow  the  faithful  Heart. 
Cfcang'd  in  a  Moment  we 

The  fwect  Attraction  find, 
With  open  Arms  of  Charity 

Embracing  all  Mankind. 

O  might  they  all  receive 

The  new-born  Prince  of  Peace, 
And  meekly  in  his  Spirit  live. 

And  in  his  Love  increafe. 
Till  He  convey  us  home 

Cry  ever}'  Soul  aloud, 
Come,  Thou  Defire  of  Nation:,  come, 

And  take  us  ail  to  God  ! 


HYMN 
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HYMN  XIV. 

^      T  E  S  U,  my  Lord  attend 

J     Thy  feeble  Creature's  Cry  ; 
And  (hew  Thyfelf  the  Sinner's  Friend, 

And  fet  me  up  on  high. 
From  Heirs  oppreiTive  Pow'r 

My  ilruggling  Soul  jeleale  ; 
And  to  thy  Father's  Grace  r<jflore^ 

And  to  thy  perfe<^  Peace. 

2     Thy  Blood  and  Rightcoofnefs 

I  make  my  only  Pica  : 
My  prefent  and  eternal  Peace 

Are  both  deriv'd  from  Thee, 
Rivers  of  Life  divine 

From  Thee,  their  Fountain  flow, 
And  all  who  know  that  Love  of  Thine  ' 

The  Joy  of  Angels  knov/. 

3     Come  then,  impute,  impart 

To  me  thy  Right'oufnefs, 
And  let  me  rafte  how  Good  Thou  art, 

How  full  of  truth  and  Grace: 
That  Thou  canll:  here  forgive 

Grant  me  to  teftify, 
And  juftify'd  by  Faith  to  live. 

And  in  thy  Faith  to  die. 

HYMN  XV. 

I      "^TT  H  O  in  the  Lord  confide 

VV     ^^-^  ^e^^      fprinkled  Blood, 
In  Storms  and  Hurricanes  abide 

Firm  as  the  Mount  of  God, 
Stedfaft,  and  fixt,  and  fure, 
His  Sion  cannot  move  : 

His 
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His  faithful  People  Hand  fecure 
In  Jesu's  guardian  Love. 

2     As  round  Jerufa^em 

The  hilly  Bulwarks  rife. 
So  God  proteds  and  covers  them 

From  all  their  Enemies. 
On  every  Side  he  Hands, 

And  for  his  Ifrael  cares  ; 
And  fafe  in  his  Almighty  Hands 

Their  Souls-for  ever  bears. 


HYMN  XVI. 

I      f^-^  O  D  of  almighty  Love, 
\J  By  whofe  fufficient  Grace 

1  lift  my  Heart  to  Things  above. 

And  humbly  fsek  thy  Face  : 
Thro'  Jesus  Chris r  thejufc 
My  faint  Defires  receive  : 
And  bid  me  in  thy  Goodnefs  trait. 
And  to  thy  Glory  live. 

2  What  e'er  I  think  or  do, 

Thy  Glory  be  my  Aim ; 
My  Offerings  all  be  offered  thro' 
The  ever  bleffed  Name  ; 
Jesu,  my  fingle  Eye 
Be  fixt  on  Thee  alone  : 
Thy  Name  be  praised  on  Earth,  on  High, 
Thy  Will  by  all  be  done. 


HYMN  XVII. 


YE funple  Souls  that  ftray. 
Far  from  the  Path  of  Peace, 
(That  unfrequented  Way 
To  Life  and  Happinefs  :) 
E  5 


How- 
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How  long  will  ye  your  Folly  love 
And  throng  the  downward  Road^. 

And  hate  the  Wiidom  fro-m  above» 
And  mock  the  Sons  of  God  ? 

Madnels  and  Mifery 
Ye  count:  our  Life  beneath. 
And  nothing  great  can  fee 
Or  glorious  in  our  Death  : 

As  born  to  fufter  and  to  grieve. 
Beneath  your  Feet  we  lie, 

And  utterly  condem'd  we  live. 
And  unlamented  die. 

Poor  penfive  Sojourner?, 
O'crwheliH'd  with  Grief  and  Woes, 
Perplexed  with  needlefs  Fears, 
And  Pleafnre's  mortal  Fees ; 

More  irkfome  than  a  gaping  Tomb, 
Our  Sight  ye  cannot  bear, 

Wrapt  in  the  melancholy  Gloom 
Of  f  nciful  Defpair. 

So  wretched,  and  obfcure 
The  Men  whom  ye  deipiie, 
So  foi,\'\(h,  weak  and  poor, 
Above  your  Scorn  we  rife  j 

Our  Lonlcicnce  in  the  Holy  Ghost 
Can  witnefs  better  Things ; 

For  He  whofe  Blood  is  all  our  Boaf*-, 
Hath  made  us  Friefts  and  Kings. 

Riches  unfearchable 
In  Jesu's  Love  we  know. 
And  Pleafutes,  from,  the  Well 
Of  Life,  oar  Souls  o'eri'iow  ; 

From  Him  the  Spirit  we  receive 
Of  Wifcom,  Grace,  and  Pow'r, 

And  always  forrowful  we  live 
Kejoiciag  evermore. 
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'6      Angels  our  Servants  are. 

And  keep  in  all  our  Ways, 
'  And  in  their  Hands  they  bear 

The  facred  Sons  of  Grace  ; 
Our  Guardians  to  that  heav'nly  Blifs 

.They  all  our  Steps  attend  j 
And  God  Himfelf  our  Father  is. 
And  Jesus  is  our  Friend. 

f     With  Him  we  walk  in  White, 
We  in  his  Image  fhine, 
Our  Robes  are  Robes  of  Light, 
Our  Right'oufnefs  divine  : 

On  all  tlie  grav'ling  Kings  of  Earth 
With  Pity  we  look  down. 

And  claim  in  Virtue  of  our  Birth, 
A  never-fading  Crown. 

HYMN  XVIII. 

1  Q  O  N  of  God  thy  Bleffing  grant 
^  Still  fupply  my  ev'ry  Want  : 
Tree  of  Life  thine  Influence  fhed,. 
With  thy  Sap  my  Spirit  feed. 

2  Tend'reii  Branch  alas  !  am  I, 
Wither  without  Thee  and  die. 
Weak  as  helplefs  Infancy  ; 

O  confrm  my  Soul  in  The*. 

3  Unfuftain  d  by  Thee  I  fall  ; 
Send  the  Help  for  which  I  call  : 
Weakir  than  a  bruifed  Reed, 
Help  I  ev'ry  Moment  need. 

4  All  my  Hopes  on  Thee  depend  % 
Love  me,  fave  me  to  the  End  ; 
Give  m.e  the  continuing  Grace  ; 
Take  the  everlailing  Praife. 
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HYMN  XIX. 

OThou  holy  Lamb  Divine, 
How  canll  Thou  and  Sinners  join 
God  of  fpotlefs  Purity, 
How  fhall  Man  concur  with  Thee  ? 

Offer  up  one  Sacrifice 
Acceptable  to  the  Skies  ? 
What  fhall  wretched  Mortals  bring 
Pleafing  to  the  glorious  King. 

Only  Sin  we  call  our  own  : 
But  Thou  art  the  darling  Son  ; 
Thine  it  is  our  God  t'  appeafe  : 
Him  Thou  doll  for  ever  pleafe. 

We  on  Thee  alone  depend, 
With  thy  Sacrifice  afcend, 
Render  what  thy  Orace  hath  giv'n  ; 
Lift  our  Souls  with  Thee  to  Heav'n. 


HYMN  XX. 

HOLY  Lamb,  who  Thee  receive. 
Who  in  Thee  begin  to  live, 
L>ay  and  Night  they  cry  to  Thee, 
As  Thou  art,  fo  let  us  be. 

Jesu,  fee  my  panting  Breaft, 
See  I  pant  in  Thee  to  reft  : 
Gladly  would  I  now  be  clean  t 
Cleanfe  me  now  from  ev'ry  Sin. 

Fix,  O  fix  my  wav'ring  Mind  ; 
To  thy  Crofs  my  Spirit  bind  : 
Earthly  Paffions  far  remove  ; 
Swallo'.v  up  my  Soul  in  Love. 
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Dud  and  Afhes  tho'  we  te. 
Full  of  Sin  and  Miiery, 
Thine  we  are,  thou  Son  of  God  : 
Take  the  Purchafe  of  thy  Bleed  ! 

Boundlefs  Wifdom.  Pow'r  divine. 
Love  i.nfpeakable  are  Thine  : 
Praife  by  all  to  Thee  be  giv'n, 
So»s  of  Earth  and  Hoils  of  Heav'n. 


H  Y  M  N  XXI. 

LORD,  if  Thoa  the  Grace  impart^ 
Poor  in  Spirit  meek  in  Heart, 
I  ITiall  as  my  Mafter  be, 
Rooted  in  Humility. 

From  the  Time  that  Thee  I  knov^ 
Nothing  fhall  I  feek  below  ; 
Aim  at  nothing,  greater  high. 
Lowly  both  my  Heart  and  Eye  : 

Simple,  teachable  and  mild, 
Aw'd  into  a  little  Child  : 
Quiet  now  without  my  Food, 
Wean'd  from  ev'ry  Creature  Good. 

Hangs  my  new  barn  Soul  on  Thee, 
Kept  from  all  Idolatry  ; 
Nothing  wants,  beneath,  above, 
Happy,  happy  in  thy  Love. 

O  that  all  may  feek  and  find 
Ev'ry  Good  in  Jesus  join'd  ! 
Him  let  Ifrael  llili  adore  : 
Truft  Him,  praife  Him  ever  more  ; 
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H  Y  M  N  XXII. 

I       T   ORD  and  God  of  heavenly  Pow'rs, 
_L/  Theirs,  yet  O  !  benignly  Ours  j 
Glorious  King,  let  Earth  proclaim. 
Worms  attempt  to  chaunt  thy  Name.. 

3      Thee  to  laud  in  Songs  divine, 
/^ngels  and  Archangels  join  ; 
We  with  them  our  Voices  raife, 
Ecchoing  thy  eternal  Praife. 

3     Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Live  by  Heaven  and  Earth  ador'i^j 
Fall  of  Thee  they  ever  cry, 
Glory  be  to  God  moll  high  ! 


HYMN  XXIII. 

.1  O  M  E,  Defire  of  Nations,  come, 

\^  Haden,  Lor d,  the  genVal  Doom, 
Hear  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride, 
Come,  and  take  us  to  t)iy  Side. 

2  Thou,  who  haft  our  Place  prepar'd, 
Make  us  meet  for  our  Reward, 
7'hen  with  all  thy  Saints  defcend. 
Then  our  earthly  Trials  end. 

3  Allndfal  of  thy  chofen  Race, 
Shorten  thefe  vindidive  Days, 
Who  for  full  Redemption  groan, 
Hear  us  now,  and  fave  thine  own. 

4  Now  deftroy  the  Man  of  Sin, 
Now  thine  antient  Flock  bring  in, 
Fiird  with  Righteoufnefs  divine. 
Claim  a  ranfom'd  World  for  Thine, 
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Plant  the  heav'nly  Kingdom  here. 
Glorious  in  thy  Saints  appear, 
Speak  the  facred  Number  feal'd. 
Speak  the  Myftery  fulfiU'd, 

Take  to  Thee  thy  royal  PowV, 
Reign  when  Sin  (hall  be  no  more, 
Reign  when  Death  no  more  {hall  be, 
Reign  to  all  Eternity. 

HYMN  XXIV. 

GL  O  R  Y  be  to  G  CD  on  high, 
God  whofe  Glory  fills  the  Sky  ; 
Peace  on  Farth  to  Man  forgic''n, 
Man  the  well-belov'd  of  Hcav'n. 

Sov'reign  Fathfr,  heavenly  King, 
Thee  we  now  prefume  to  fing. 
Glad  thine  Attributes  confef?, 
Glorious  all  and  Numberlefs. 

Hail  by  a:l  thy  Works  ador'd. 
Hail  the  everlafting  Lord  ! 
Thee  with  thankful  Hearts  we  prove 
Lord  of  Pow'r,  and  God  of  Love  ! 

Christ  our  Lord  and  God  we  own  ; 
Ch RrsT  the  Path e r 's  only  Son  : 
Lamb  of  God,  for  Sinners  flain. 
Saviour  of  offending  Man. 

Bow  thine  Ear,  in  Mercy  bow. 
Hear  the  World's  Atonement  Thou  ; 
j£su,  in  thy  Name  we  pray. 
Take,  O  take  our  Sins  away  1 

Pow'iful  Advocate  with  God, 
Juilify  ui  by  ihy  Blood  ! 
Bow  thine  Ear,  in  Mercy  bow, 
Hear,  the  World's  A^ionement  Thou 
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Hear  ;  for  Thou,  O  Christ  alone, 
"U'ith  thy  glorious  Sire  art  one  ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  Thee, 
One  fupreme,  Eternal  Three  ! 

HYMN  XXV. 

HARK,  dull  Soul,  how  ev'ry  Thing 
Strives     adore  our  bounteous  King  j 
Earth  a  double  Tribute  pays  ; 
Sings  its  Part,  and  then  obeys. 

Nature's  fprightlieft  fweeteft  Quire, 
Him  with  chearful  Notes  admire  ; 
Kv'ry  Day  they  chaunt  their  Lauds, 
While  the  Grove  their  Songs  applauds. 

Tho'  their  Voices  lower  be, 
Streams  too,  have  their  Melody  ; 
Night  and  Day  they  warbling  run. 
Never  paufe,  but  ftill  ran  on. 

AW  ye  flow'rs  that  paint  the  Spring, 
Hither  their  ftill  Mufic  bring  ; 
IfHeav'n  blefs  them,  thankful  they 
Smell  more  fweet,  and  look  more  gay. 

Wake  for  Shame,  my  fluggifh  Heart, 
Wake,  and  gladly  fing  thy  Part  ; 
Learn  of  Birds,  and  Springs  and  Flow'rs, 
How  t'  employ  thy  nobler  Pow'rs. 

Call  whole  Nature  to  thy  Aid, 
Since  'twas  He  whole  Nature  made  ; 
Join  in  one  eternal  Song, 
Who  to  one  God  all  belong. 

Live  for  ever,  glorious  Lord, 
Live,  by  all  thy  Works  ador'd. 
One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  OM"f , 
.  All  Things  bow  to  Thee  alone. 
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HYMN  XXVI. 

CLAP  your  Hands,  ye  People  all, 
Praife  the  Goo  on  whom  ye  call  ; 
Lift  your  Voice,  and  fhout  his  Praife, 
Triumph  in  his  fov'reign  Grace. 

Glorious  is  the  Lord  mofthigh. 
Terrible  in  Majefty ; 
He  his  fovVeign  fway  maintains, 
Kiug  o'er  all  the  Earth  He  reigns. 

He  the  People  ftiall  fubdue, 
Make  us  Kings  and  Conqu'rors  too  5 
Force  the  Nations  to  fubmit, 
Bruife  our  Sins  beneath  our  Feet. 

He  {hall  blefs  his  ranfom'd  Ones, 
Number  us  with  IjracV^  Sons  ; 
God  our  Heritage  fhall  prove. 
Give  us  all  a  Lot  of  Love. 

Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high, 
Takes  his  Seat  above  the  Sky  : 
Shout  the  Angel-quires  aloud, 
Ecchoing  to  the  Trump  of  Goo  \ 

Sons  of  Earth  the  Triumph  join, 
Praife  Him  with  the  Hoft  divine. 
Emulate  the  heav'nly  Pow'rs, 
Their  vidlor'ous  Lord  is  ouri. 

Shout  the  God  enthrown'd  above. 
Trumpet  forth  his  conqu'ring  Love, 
Praifes  to  our  Jesus  fing, 
Praifes  to  our  glorious  King  ! 

Pow'r  is  all  to  Jesus  giv'n, 

Pow'r  o'er  Hell  and  Earth  and  Heaven  \ 

Pow'r  He  now  to  us  imparts  : 

Praife  Him  with  believing  Hearts. 

C  Heathens 
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9  Heathens  He  compels  t'  obey, 
Saints  He  rules  "with  mildeit  Sway  : 
Pure  and  holy  Hearts  alone 
Chufes  for  his  quiet  Throne. 

10  Peace  to  them  and  Pow'r  He  brings. 
Makes  his  Subjefts  Frieils  and  Kings, 
Guards,  while  in  his  Worfhip  join'd. 
Bids  them  caft  the  World  behind. 

1 1  On  Himfelf  He  takes  their  Care, 
Saves  them  not  by  Sword  or  Spear  : 
Safely  to  his  Houfe  they  go, 
Fearlefs  of  th'  invading  Foe. 

12  God  keeps  ofF  the  hcflile  Bands, 
God  protects  their  happy  Lands, 
Stands  as  Keeper  of  their  Fields, 
Stands  as  twice  ten  thoufand  Shields. 

13  Wonderful  in  faving  Power, 
Him  let  all  our  Hearts  adore, 
Earth  and  Heav'n  repeat  the  Cry, 
Glory  be  to  God  moll  high  I 


HYMN  XXVII. 

YE  who  d>.vcll  above  the  ^kies, 
Free  from  human  Mifcries, 
Ye  whom  higheft  Heav'n  ernbow'rs, 
Praife  the  Loiiowith  all  your  Pow'rs. 

Angels,  your  clear  Voices  raifej 
Him  ye  heav'nly  Armies  praife  ; 
Sun  and  Moon  with  borrow'd  Light ; 
All  ye  fparkling  Eyes  of  Night. 

Waters  hanging  in  the  Air, 

Heav'ri  of  Heav'ns  his  Praife  declare  ; 

His  deferved  Praife  record  ; 

His-,  who  made  you  by  his  Word. 
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Let  the  Earth  his  Praife  rcfound  : 


MonU'rous  Whales,  and  Seas  profound  : 
Vapours,  Lightening,  Hail,  and  Snow, 
Storms  which,  where  He  bids  you,  blow  : 

5  Flow'ry  Hills  and  Mountains  high  j 
Cedars,  Neighbours  to  the  Sky  ; 
Trees  and  Cattle,  creeping  Things, 
All  that  cut  the  Air  with  Wings. 

6  You,  who  awful  Scepters  fway. 
You,  accuflom'd  to  obey. 
Princes,  Judges  of  the  Earth, 
All  of  high  and  humble  Birth  : 

7  Youths  and  Virgins  fiourifliing. 
In  the  Beauty  of  your  Spring  ; 
Ye  who  were  but  born  of  late. 
Ye  who  bow  with  Age's  Weight : 

8  Praife  his  Name  with  one  Confent  : 
O  how  great !  how  excellent ! 
■Than  the  Earth  profounder  far  ; 
Higher  than  the  higheft  Star. 

9  He  will  his  to  Glory  raife  ; 

Ye,  his  Saints,  refound  his  Praife  : 
Ye,  his  Sons,  his  chofen  Race, 
Blefs  his  Love,  and  fov 'reign  Grace. 


I  O  M  E,  and  let  us  fweetly  join, 


Give  we  all  with  one  accord, 
Glory  to  our  common  Lord  ; 
Hands,  and  Hearts,  and  Voices  raifc. 
Sing  as  in  the  antient  Days  ; 
Antedate  the  Joys  above. 
Celebrate  the  Feall  of  Love. 


HYMN  XXVIII. 


Christ  to  praife  in  Hymns  divine  > 


Strive 
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•2      Strive  we,  in  AfFeftion  ftnve. 
Let  the  purer  Flame  revive, 
Such  as  in  the  Martyrs  glcwM, 
Dying  Champions  for  their  God. 
We  like  them  may  live  and  love ; 
Caird  we  are  their  Joys  to  prove, 
SavM  with  them  from  future  Wrath. 
Part'ners  of  like  precious  Faith. 

3  Sing  we  then  in  Jesu's  Name, 
Now  as  Yefterday  the  fame, 
One  in  ev'ry  Age  and  Place, 
Full  for  all  of  Truth  and  Grace. 
W^e  for  Christ  our  Mafter  Hand, 
Lights  in  a  benighted  Land, 

We  our  dying  Lord  confefs  ; 
We  are  Jesu's  WiineiTes. 

4  WitheiTes  that  Christ  hath  dy*d, 
We  vAth.  Him  are  crucify M  : 
Christ  hath  burfl  the  Bonds  of  Death, 
We  his  quick'ning  Spirit  breathe. 
Chris  I  is  now  gone  up  on  high; 
(Thither  all  our  Wiihes  fly  :) 

Sits  at  God's  Right-hand  above, 
There  with  Fiini  we  reign  in  Love  ! 


HYMN  XXIX. 

1  O  M  E,  thou  high  and  lofty  Lord, 
Lowly,  meek,  Incarnate  Word, 

Humbly  ftoop  to  Earth  again, 
Ccme  and  viftt  abjefl  Man, 
Je'U,  dear  expected  Gueli, 
Thou  art  bidden  to  the  Feaft  ; 
For  Thyfelf  our  Hearts  prepare, 
Come,  and  fit,  and  banquet  there. 

2  Jes-j,  we  thy  Promife  claim, 
We  are  met  in  thy  great  Name  ; 

In 
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In  the  MidA  do  Thou  appear,  ^ 
Manifell  thy  Prefence  here  : 
Sanctify  us  Lord  and  blefs  j 
Breathe  thy  Spirit,  give  thy  Peace  ; 
Thou  Thyfelf  within  as  move  : 
Make  our  Feail  a  Feaft  of  Love. 

3      Let  the  Fruits  of  Grace  abound. 
Let  us  in  thy  Bowels  found  ; 
Faith,  and  Love,  and  Joy  increafe. 
Temperance  and  Gentlenefs. 
Plant  in  us  thy  humble  mind  ; 
Patient,  pityful  and  kind  ; 
Meek  and  lowly  let  us  be, 
Full  ofGoodnefs,  full  of  Thee. 

^     Make  us  all  in  Thee  complete, 
Make  us  all  for  Glory  meet. 
Meet  t'  appear  before  thy  Sight, 
Partners  with  the  Saints  in  Light : 
Call,  O  call  us  all  by  Name, 
To  the  Marriage  of  the  Lamb, 
Let  us  lean  upon  thy  Breaft  ; 
Love  be  there  our  endlefs  Feaft. 

HYMN  XXX. 

1  TTAIL  that  Day  that  fees  Him  rife,  . 
JtX  Ravii"h'd  from  our  wifliful  Eyes  ! 
Christ  awhile  to  Mortals  giv'n, 

*  Rcafcends  his  native  Heav'n  : 
There  the  pompous  triumph  waits  : 
Lift  your  Heads,  eternal  G^tes ! 
Wide  unfold  the  radient  Scene, 
Take  the  King  of  Glory  in  !  i 

2  Circled  round  with  Angel-Pow'rs, 
Their  triumphant  Lord  and  ours  ; 
Conqu'ror  o'er  Death,  Hell,  and  Sin, 
Take  the  King  of  Glory  in. 

C  3  Him 
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Him,  tho'  higheft  Heav'n  receives. 
Still  He  loves  the  Earth  He  leaves, 
Tho'  returning  to  his  Throne, 
Still  He  calls  Mankind  his  own. 

3  See,  He  lifts  his  Hands  above  ; 
See,  He  ihews  the  Prints  of  Love  ; 
Hark  !  his  gracious  Lips  bellow, 
Bleffings  on  his  Church  below  ! 
Stiil  for  us  He  intercedes, 
Prevalent  his  Death  He  pleads  ; 
Next  Himfelf  prepares  our  Place, 
Harbinger  of  human  Race. 

4  Mafter  (will  Tay) 
Taken  from  our  Head  Fo-day, 
See,  thy.  faithful  Servants,  fee. 
Ever  gazin-g  up  to  Thee  ! 
Grant,  tho'  parted  from  our  Sighf, 
Higk  above  yon  azure  Height, 
Grant,  our  Hearts  may  thither  rif«. 
Following  Thee  beyond  the  Skies* 

5  Ever  upward  let  us  move,. 
Wafted  on  the  Wings  of  Love  ; 
Looking  when  our  Lord  fliall  come^ 
Longing,  gafping  after  Home  ! 
There  we  fhall  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  thine  endlefs  Reign  ; 
There  thy  Face  unclouded  fee, 

Find  our  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  in  Thee  I 

H  Y  M  N  XXXI. 

1  T  TAPPY  Magdalen y  to  wkom 

JJj[  Christ  the  Loiio  \  ouchaftt'  appear* 
iNewIy  rifen  from  the  Tomb  ; 

Would  He  firil  be  feen  by  her  f 
Her  by  feven  Devils  polTeft, 

Till  ills  Word  the  Fiend-  expelPd, 
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Qaench'd  the  Hell  within  her  Brealf^, 
All  her  Sins  and  Sicknefs  heal'd. 

2  Yes,  to  her  the  Mafter  came, 

Firft  his  welcome  Voice  Hie  hears  ; 
Jesus  calls  her  by  her  Name  ; 

He  the  weeping  .'  inner  chears  ; 
Lets  her  the  dear  Talk  repeat, 

While  her  Eyes  again  run  o'er,, 
Lets  her  hold  his  bleeding  Feet, 

Kifs  them,  and  with  Joy  adore. 

3  Highly  favour'd  Soul !  To  her 

Further  ftill  his  Grace  extends, 
Raifes  the  glad  MefTenger, 

Sends  her  to  his  drooping  Friends  i 
Tidings  of  their  living  Lord 

Firil  in  her  Report  they  find  : 
She  muft  fpread  the  Gofpel-Word, 

Teach  the  Teachers  of  Mankind  ? 

^  Who  can  now  prefume  to  fear  ? 

Who  defpair  his  Lord  to  fee  ^ 
Jesus  wile  Thou  not  appear. 

Shew  Thyfelf  alive  to  me  ? 
Yes,  my  God  I  dare  not  doubt  ; 

Thou  fiialt  all  my  6 ins  remove  : 
Thou  hall  call  a  Legion  out  ; 

Thou  wilt  perfect  me  in  Love. 

^  Surely  Thou  haft  call'd  me  now  ! 

Now  I  hear  the  Voice  divine  ! 
At  thy  wounded  Feet  I  bow. 

Wounded  for  whofe  Sins  but  mine  ! 
I  hqve  nail'd  Him  to  the  Tree  ; 

I  have  fent  Him  to  the  Grave  : 
But  the  Lord  is  rifen  for  me  ; 

Hold  of  Him  by  Faith  I  have. 

6  Here  for  ever  would  I  lie, 

Diiil  Thou  not  thy  Servant  raife^ 
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Send  me  forth  to  teftify. 

All  the  Wonders  of  thy  Grace  ! 
Lo !  I  at  thy  Bidding  go, 

Gladly  to  thy  Folio w'rs  tell. 
They  their  rifing  God  may  know. 

They  the  Life  of  Christ  may  feel. 

7  Hear  ye  Brethren  of  the  Lord, 

(Such  he  you  vouchfafes  to  call) 
O  believe  the  Gofpel-Word,  - 

Christ  hath  dy'd,  and  rofe  for  all  ; 
Turn  ye  from  your  Sins  to  God  ! 

Halle  to  Gallilee,  and  fee, 
Him,  who  bought  thee  with  his  Blood, 

Him  who  rofe  to  live  in  Thee  ! 


H  Y  M  N  XXXII. 

1  O  D  of  all  redeeming  Grace, 

By  thy  pard'ning  Love  compell'd. 
Up  to  Thee  our  Souls  we  raife. 

Up  to  Thee  our  Bodies  yield. 
Thou  our  sacrifice  receive. 

Acceptable  thro'  thy  Son  ; 
While  to  Thee  alone  we  live, 

While  we  die  to  Thee  alone. 

2  Juft  it  is,  and  Good,  and  Right, 

That  we  Ihouid  be  wholly  Thine  - 
In  thy  only  Will  delight, 

In'thy  blelled  Service  join. 
O  that  ev'ry  Thought  and  V/ord 

Might  proclaim  how  good  Thoa  art  ! 
Holinefs  utito  the  Lorb 

Still  be  written  on  our  Heart. 


HYM 
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1  TJAPPY  Soul,  that  fafe  from  Harms, 
X  X  Refts  within  his  Shepherd's  Arms  ? 
Who  his  Quiet  fhall  moleft  f 

Who  ftiall  violate  his  Reit  ? 

Jesus  doth  his  Spirit  bear, 

Jesus  makes  his  every  Care  j 

He  who  found  the  wandering  Sheep, 

Jiisus  ftill  delights  to  keep. 

2  O  that  I  might  fo  believe, 
Stedfailly  to  Jesus  cleave. 
On  his  only  Love  rely, 
Smile  at  the  Deftroyer  nigh  f 
Free  from  Sm  and  fervile  Fear, 
Have  my  Jesus  ever  near  ; 

.   All  his  Care  tejoice  to  prove^ 
All  his  Paradife  of  Love. 

3  Jesus,  feek  thy  wandVing  Sheep, 
Bring  me  back,  arid  lead,  and  keep. 
Take  on  Thee  my  ev  ry  Care, 

Bear  me,  on  thy  Bofom,  bear. 
Let  me  know  my  Shepherd's  Voice, 
More  and  more  in  Thee  rejoice  ; 
More  and  more  of  Thee  receive. 
Ever  in  thy  Spirit  live  : 

Live,  till  all  thy  Life  I  know, 
Perfeft      my  Lord  below, 
Gladly  then  from  Earth  remove. 
Gathered  to  the  Fold  above, 
O  that  I  at  laft  may  (land- 
With  the  Sheep  at  ihy  Right- hand^ 
Take  the  Crown  fo  freely  giv'n, 
Enter  in  by  Thee  to  Heav'n. 


4 
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HYMN  XXXIV. 


H  E  E  we  adore,  eternal  Name^ 


And  humbly  own  to  Thee, 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  Frame, 
What  d)cing  Worms  we  be. 

2  Our  wailing  Lives  grow  (horter  Hill, 

As  Days  and  Months  increafe  j 
And  ev'ry  beating  Pulfe  we  tell 
Leaves  but  the  Number  lefs: 

3  The  Year  rolls  round,  and  fteals  away 

The  Breath  that  nril  it  gave  : 
W^hat  e'er  we  do,  whe  e'er  we  be, 
Were  traveliing  to  the  G save. 

4  Dangers  Handzthick  thro'  all  the^Ground 

To  pufh  us  to  the  Tomb  ; 
And  fiv^rce  Dileales  wait  around^ 
To  hurry  Mortals  home. 

5  Great  God  on  what  n  llender  .Thread 

Viang  everlafiing  Things  ! 
Tir  eternal  States  of  all  the  Dead 
Upon  Life's  feeble  it  rings  ! 

6  Infinite  Joy  and  endlefs  Woe 

Attend  on  every  Breath  : 
And  yet  how  unconcerned  we  go  - 
Upon  the  Brink  of  Death  ! 

7  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  Senfe^ 

To  walk  this  dangerous  Road: 
And  if  our  Souls  are  hurried  hence, 
May.  they  be  found  in  God. 


H  Y  M  N 
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H  V  'ril  N  XXXV. 


o 


God,  our  Felp  in  Ages  pafl:» 
Our  I-  ope  for  Years  to  come, 


Our  Shelter  from  the  ftormy  Eiall, 
And  our  eternal  Home  : 

2  Under  the  Shadow  of  thy  Throne 

Still  may  we  dwell  fecure  ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  Arm  alone. 
And  our  Defence  is  fure. 

3  Before  the  Hills  In  Order  flood, 

Or  Earth  recfeiv'd  her  Frame, 
From  Everlafling:  Thou  art  God, 
To  endlefs  Y ears  the  fame. 

4  A  thoafand  Ages  in  thy  Sight, 

Are  like  an  Evening  gene  ; 
Short  as  the  Watch  that  ends  the  Night 
Before  the  rifmg  Sun. 

5  The  bufv  Tribes  of  Flefh  and  Blood, 

With  all  their  Cares  and  Fear?, 
Arc  carried  d  wnward  by  the  Flood, 
And  loft  in  following  Years. 

6  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  Stream, 

Bears  all  its  Sons  away  ; 
They  fly  forgotten,  .as  a  Dream, 
Dies  at  the  op'ning  Day. 

7  O  God,  ovr  Felp  in  Ages  part. 

Our  Hope  for  Years  to  come  ; 
Be  Thou  our  Guard  while  Life  fliall  lafl-, 
And  our  perpetual  Home. 


HYMN 
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HYMN  XXXVI. 

1  TT  O  W  fad  our  State  by  Nature  is  ! 
.(   1     Our  Sin,  how  deep  it  ftains! 
And  Satan  binds  our  captive  Souls 

^aft  in  his  flaviOi  Chains. 

2  But  their's  a  Voice  of  fov'reign  Grace 

Sounds  from  the  facred  Word  : 
Ho  !  ye  defparing  Sinners  come. 
And  truft  upon  the  Lord  ! 

3  My  Soul  obeys  th'  Almighty  Call, . 

And  runs  to  this  Relief; 
I  would  believe  thy  Promife  Lord  ? 
O  help  my  Unbelief. 

4  To  the  bleft  Fountain  of  thy  Btod, 

Incarnate  God  I  fly  ; 
Here  let  me  wafh  my  fpotted  Soul 
P"'rom  Sins  of  deepeft  Dye. 

5  Stretch  out  thy  Arm,  viflor'ous  King, 

My  reigning  Sins  fubdue  ; 
Drive  the  old  Dragon  from  his  Seat, 
With  his  infernal  Crew. 

6  A  guilty,  v/eak,  and  helplefs  Worm, 

Into  thy  Arms  I  fall  ; 
Be  Thou  my  Strength  and  Right'oufnefs, 
My  Jesus  and  my  AU. 

HYMN  XXXVII. 

I         7  HEN  rifmg  from  the  Bed  of  Death, 
W     O'erwhelm'd  with  Guilt  and  Fear, 
I  view  my  Maker  Face  to  Face,. 
O  how  ftiall  I  appear  f 
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2  If  yet,  while  Pardon  may  be  found. 

And  Mercy  may  be  foHght, 
My  Soul  with  inward  Horror  fhn'nks." 
And  trembles  at  the  Thought  ! 

3  When  Thou,  O  Lord,  (halt  Hand  difclosM, 

In  Majefly  fevere. 
And  fit  in  Judgment  on  my  Soul, 
O  how  Ihali  I  appear  ? 

i|.  O  may  my  broken  contrite  Heart, 
Firmly  fny  Sins  lament. 
And  early  with  repentant  Tears, 
Eternal  Woe  prevent  ! 

5  Behold  the  Sorrow  of  my  Heart, 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  ; 
And  hear  my  Saviour's  dying  Groans, 
To  give  thofe  Sorrows  weight. 

6  For  never  lhall  my  Soul  defpair. 

Her  Pardon  to  fecure  ; 
Who  knows  thy  only  Son  hath  dy'd* 
To  make  that  Pardon  fure. 

HYMN  XXXVIII. 

1  Sun  of  Right'oufnefs  arife, 
\J    With  Healing  in  thy  Wings  I 
To  my  difeas'd,  my  fainting  Soul, 

Life  and  Salvation  bring. 

2  Thefe  Clouds  of  Pride  and  Sin  difpel 

By  thy  all-piercing  Beam  ; 
Lighten  mine  Eyes  with  Faith,  my  Heart 
With  holy  Hope  inflame. 

5  My  Mind  by  thy  all-quickning  Pow'r, 
From  low  Defires  fet  free  ; 
Unite  my  fcatter'd  Thoughts,  and  fix 
My  Love  entire  on  Thee. 

D  Father. 
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4  Father,  thy  long-loft  Son  receive. 
Saviour,  thy  purchafe  own  ; 
Bleft  Comforter,  with  Peace  and  Joy 
Thy  new-made  Creature  crown. 

^  Eternal,  undivided  Lord, 
Co-equal  One  and  Three, 
On  Thee  all  Faith,  and  Hope  be  plac'd, 
All  Love  be  paid  to  Thee  ! 

HYMN  XXXIXc 

1  T^Nslav^'d  to  fenfe,  to  pleafure  prone, 
jj^    Fond  of  created  Good  j 
i'ATfiER,  our  Helplefnefs  we  own. 

And  trembling  taile  our  Food. 

2  Trembling  we  tafte  :  for  ah  !  no  more 

To  Thee  the  Creatures  lead  ; 
Chang'd  they  exert  a  baleful  Pow'r, 
And  poifon  while  they  feed. 

3  Curfl  for  the  Sake  of  wretched  Ma-n, 

They  now  engrofs  him  whole, 
With  plealing  Force  on  Earth  detain, 
And  fenfualize  his  Soul. 

4  Grov'ling  on  Earth,  .we  ftill  muft  lie, 

Till  Christ  the  Curfe  repeal. 
Till  Christ  defcending  from  on  high 
Infedied  Nature  heal. 

5  Come  then,  our  heav'nly  Adam,  come, 

Thine  healing  Influence  give  ; 
Hallow  our  Food,  reverfe  our  Doom, 
And  bid  us  eat  and  liv  e. 

6  The  Bondage  of  Corruption  break  ! 

l^or  this  our  Spirits  groan  ; 
Thy  only  Will  we  fain  would  feek  j 
O  fave  us  from  our  own. 

Tnrn 
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7  Turn  the  full  Stream  of  Nature's  Tide  : 
Let  all  our  Adions  tend 
To  Thee  their  Source  ;   thy  Love  the  Guide, 
Thy  Glory  be  the  End. 

S  Earth  then  a  Scale  to  Heav'n  lhall  be, 
Senfe  fhall  point  out  the  Road  ; 
The  Creatures  all  fhall  lead  to  Thee, 
And  all  we  tafte  be  God  ! 


I  T  O  R  D,  all  I  am  is  known  to  Thee, 


To  ftiun  thy  Prefence,  or  to  flee 
The  Notice  of  thine  Eye. 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  Sight  furveys 

My  Riling  and  my  Reft, 
My  publick  Walks,  my  private  Ways, 
The  Secrets  of  my  Breaft. 

3  My  Thoughts  lie  open  to  Thee,  Lord, 

Before  they're  formed  within  ; 
And  e'er  my  Lips  pronounce  the  Word, 
Thou  know'ft  the  Senfe  I  mean. 

4  O  wondrous  Knowledge,  deep  and  high  f 

V/bere  can  a  Crqature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  Arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  every  Side. 

5  So  let  thy  Grace  furround  me  Hill, 

And  like  a  Bulwark  prove 
To  guard  my  Soul  from  ev'ry  III, 
Secur'd  by  fov'reign  Love. 


HYMN  XL. 


In  vain  my  Soul  would  try. 


HYMN 
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HYMN  XLI, 

J  T  O  R  D,  where' (hall  guilty  Souls  retire, 
1  J    Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 
In  Hell  they  meet  thy  vengeful  Ire, 
In  Heav'n  thy  glorious  Throne. 

t  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  Breath 
T'  efcape  the  Wrath  divine, 
Thy  Voice  would  break  the  Bars  of  Death, 
And  make  the  Grave  refign. 

3  If  wing'd  with  Beams  of  Morning  Light, 

I  ily  beyond  the  Weft, 
Thy  Hand,  which  muft  fupply  my  Flight, 
Would  foon  betray  my  Reft. 

4  If  o'er  my  fins  I  feek  to  draw 

The  Curtains  of  the  Night, 
Thofe  flaming  Eyes  that  guard  thy  Law^ 
Would  turn  the  Shades  to  Light. 

5  The  Beams  of  Noon,  the  Midnight  Hour, 

Are  both  alike  to  Thee  : 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  PowV, 
From  which  I  cannot  flee  ! 

HYMN  XLII. 

1  Thou  who  when  I  did  complain, 
\J    Didfl:  all  my  Griefs  remove  ; 
O  Saviour,  do  not  now  difdain. 

My  humble  Praife  and  Love. 

2  Since  Thou  a  pitying  Ear  didft  giv^^ 

And  heard  me  when  I  pray'd. 
Til  call  upon  Thee  while  I  live, 
And  never  doubt  thy  Aid. 

3  Pale  Death  with  all  its  ghaftly  Train, 

My  Soul  encompaft  round  : 
Anguifh,  and  Sin,  and  Dread,  and  Pain, 
On  ev'ry  Side  I  found. 
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4  To  Thee,  O  Lord  of  Life  I  pray'd, 

And  did  for  Succour  flee  : 

0  fave  (in  my  Diftrefs  I  faid) 
The  Soul  that  trufls  in  Thee  ! 

5  How  Good  Thou  art !  How  large  thy  Grace ) 

How  eafy  to  for2;ive  .' 
The  Helplefs  Thou  delight'ft  to  raife  ; 
And  by  thy  Love  I  live. 

6  Then,  O  my  Soul,  be  never  more  ' 

With  anxious  Thoughts  diftrefl, 
God's  bounteous  Love  doth  thee  reilore 
To  Eafe,  and  Joy,  and  Reft. 

7  My  Eyes  no  longer  drownM  in  Tears, 

My  Feet  from  falling  free, 
Redeem'd  from  Death,  and  guilty  Fears, 
O  Lord,  Lli  live  to  Thee  ! 

HYMN  XLIII. 

1  T  E  T  Him  to  whom  we  now  belong 

1  ^    His  fov'reign  right  afiert, 
And  take  up  ev'ry  thankful  Song, 

And  ev'ry  loving  Heart. 

2  He  juftly  claims  us  for  his  own 

Who  bought  us  with  a  Price  : 
The  Chriilian  lives  to  Christ  alone  ; 
To  Christ  alone  he  dies. 

3  Jesu,  thine  own  at  laft  receive, 

Fulfil  our  Heart's  Defire, 
And  let  us  to  thy  Glory  live. 
And  in  thy  Caufe  expire. 

4  Our  Souls  and  Bodies  we  refign. 

With  Joy  we  render  Thee 
Our  All,  no  longer  ours,  but  Thine, 
Thro'  all  eternity  ! 


[  42  ] 


HYMN  XLIV. 

1  TNfinite  Pow'r,  eternal  Lord, 
X  How  fovVeign  is  thy  Hand  ! 
All  Nature  rofe  t'  obey  thy  Word, 

And  move  at  thy  Command. 

2  With  fleady  Courfe  the  Hiining  Sun 

Keeps  his  appointed  Way  ; 
And  all  the  Hours  obedient  run 
The  Circle  of  the  Day. 

3  But  ah!  how  wide  my  Spirit  flies. 

And  wanders  from  her  God  ! 
My  Soul  forgets  the  heav'nly  Prize, 
And  treads  the  downward  Road. 

4  The  raging  Fire  and  ftormy  Sea 

Perform  thy  awful  Will, 
And  ev'ry  Beall  and  ev'ry  Tree 
Thy  great  Defign  fulfil. 

5  While  my  wild  Paffions  rage  within. 

Nor  thy  Commands  obty  ; 
Bat  Flefh  and  Senfe,  enflav'd  to  Sin, 
Draw  my  beft  Thoughts  away. 

6  Shall  Creatures  of  a  meaner  Frame 

Pay  all  their  Dues  to  Thee  ? 
Creatures  that  never  knew  thy  Name, 
That  ne'er  were  lov'd  like  me  ? 

7  Great  God,  create  my  Soul  anew, 

Conform  my  Heart  to  Thine, 
Melt  dow  n  uiy  Will  and  let  it  flow. 
And  take  the  Mould  divine. 

8  Seize  iny  whole  Frame  into  thy  Hand, 

Here  all  my  Pow'rs  I  bring  ; 
Manage  the  Wheels  by  thy  Conimand, 
And  govern  every  Spring. 

The* 
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9  Then  Hiall  my  Feet  no  more  depart. 
Nor  my  AfteiSlions  rove  ; 
Devotion  lhall  be  all  my  Heart, 
And  all  my  Paffions  Love. 

HYMN  XLV. 

1  ROM  whence  thefe  dire  Portents  around, 
X/  That  Earth  and  Heav'n  amaze  ? 
Wherefore  do  Earthquakes  cleave  the  Ground  ? 

Why  hides  the  Sun  his  Rays  ? 

2  Nor  thus  did  Sinai's  trembling  Head 

With  facred  Horror  nod, 
Beneath  the  dark  Pavilion  fpread 
Of  Legiflative  God. 

3  Thou,  Earth,  thy  lowefl  Centre  fhake  ; 

With  Jesus  fympathize 
Thou,  ^un,  as  HelPs  deep  Gloom  be  black: 
*Tis  thy  Creator  dies  ! 

4  See  ftreaming  from  th*  accurfed  Tree, 

His  all-atoning  Blood  ! 
Is  this  the  Infinite  ?  'Tis  He. 
My  Saviour  and  my  God  I 

5  For  me  thefe  Pangs  his  Soul  aflail, 

For  me  the  Death  is  born  ; 
My  Sin  gave  Sharpnefs  to  the  Nail, 
And  pointed  ev'ry  Thorn. 

f  Let  Sin  no  more  my  Soul  enflave  I 
Break,  Lord,  the  Tyrant's  Chain  ; 
O  fave  me,  whom  Thou  cam'll  to  favc  j 
Nor  bleed  nor  die  in  vain  ! 


HYMN 
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HYMN  XL VI. 

1  T  TAPPY  the  Souls  to  Jesus  joinM, 
jTx  favM  by  Grace  alone  ; 
Walking  in  all  thy  Ways  we  find 

Oar  Heav'n  on  Earth  begun. 

2  The  Church  triumphant  in  thy  Love 

Their  mighty  Joys  to  know  ; 
They  fmg  the  Lord  in  Hymns  above, 
And  we  in  Hymns  below. 

3  Thee  in  thy  glorious  Realm  they  pralfc. 

And  bow  before  thy  Throne  : 
We  in  the  Kingdom  cf  thy  Gjace  ; 
The  Kingdoms  are  bat  one. 

4  The  Holy  to  the  Holiefl:  leads  j 

From  thente  our  Spirits  rife. 
And  he  that  in  thy  Statutes  treads 
Shall  meet  Thee  in  the  Skies. 

HYMN  XLVIL 

1  QWEET  is  the  Mem'ry  of  thy  Grace, 

My  God,  m.y  heav'nly  King  : 
Let  Age  to  Age  thy  Righteoufnefs 
In  Sounds  of  Glory  fing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 

His  Goodnefs  to  the  Skies 
Thro'  the  whole  Earth  his  Goodnefs  Ihincs, 
And  ev'ry  Want  firpplies. 

3  With  longing  Eyes  thy  Creatures  wait 

On  Thee  for  daily  Food  ; 
Thy  lib  ral  Hand  provides  them  Meat, 
And  fills  their  Mouths  with  Gocd. 

How 
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4  How  kind  are  thy  Companions,  Lord  ? 

How  flow  thine  Anger  moves  ! 
Bat  foon  He  fends  his  pard'ning  Word, 
To  chear  the  Soul  He  loves. 

5  Creatures  with  all  their  endlefs  Race, 

Thy  Pow'r  and  Praife  proclaim  : 
But  we  who  tafte  thy  richer  Grace, 
Delight  to  blefs  thy  Name. 

HYMN  XLVIIL 

I  T  E  T  evVy  Tongue  thy  Goodnefs  fpeak, 
I  J    Thou  fov'reign  Lord  of  all  ! 
Thy  ftrength'ning  Hands  upholds  the  Weak, 
And  raife  the  Poor  that  fall. 

.2  When  Sorrows  bow  the  Spirit  down, 
Or  Virtue  lies  diilrefl 
Beneath  the  prou.-  OpprefTor's  Frown, 
Thou  giv'ft  the  Mourner  Reli 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  infant  Days, 

And  guides  our  giddy  Youth; 
Holy  and  Juft  are  all  thy  Ways, 
And  all  thy  Works  are  Truth. 

4  Thou  know'ft  the  Pains  thy  Servants  feel ; 

Thou  hear'ft  thy  Children's  Cry, 
And  their  beft  Wilhes  to  fulfil 
Thy  Grace  is  ever  nigh. 

5  Thy  Mercy  never  (hall  remove 

From  Men  of  Heart  fmcere  ; 
Thou  fav'll  the  Souls  whofe  humble  Lovft 
L"  joined  with  holy  Fear. 

6  My  Lips  fhall  dwell  upon  thy  Praife 

And  fpread  thy  Fame  abroad  : 
Let  all  the  Sons  of  Adam  raifc 
The  Honours  of  their  God. 

HYMN 
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HYMN  XLIX. 

1  *f5  E  I  N  G  of  Beings,  God  of  Love, 
.13    To  Thee  our  Hearts  we  raife  ; 
Thy  all-faftaining  Pow'r  we  prove, 

And  gladly  ling  thy  Praife. 

2  Thine,  wholly  Thine,  we  pant  to  be, 

Our  Sacrifice  receive  ; 
Made  and  preierv'd,  and  fav'd  by  Thee, 
To  Thee  ourfelves  we  give. 

3  Heav'nward  our  ev'ry  Wiih  afp'ires  ; 

For  all  thy  Mercy's  Store 
The  fole  Return  thy  Lo\^e  requires. 
Is  that  we  alk  for  more. 

4  For  mor^  we  afk,  we  open  then 

Our-Hearts  t'  embrace  thy  Will  : 
Turn  and  beget  us.  Lord,  again, 
V/ith  all  thy  Falnefs  fill. 

5  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  the  Saviour's  Love  ! 

Shed  in  our  Hearts  abroad  ! 
So  fhall  we  ever  live  and  move 
And  be  with  Christ  in  Cod. 

H  Y  M  N  L. 

1  ^T^H  E  Lord  !  how  fearful  is  his  Name  ! 

X_      How  wide  is  his  Command  ! 
Nature,  with  all  her  moving  Frame, 
Refts  on  his  mighty  Hand. 

2  Adoring  Angels  round  Him  fall. 

In  all  their  ftiining  Forms  ; 
His  fov 'reign  Eye  looks  thra'  them  all. 
And  picics  mortal  Worms. 


His 
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3  His  Bowels  to  our  worthlefs  Race 

In  Tweet  Compaflion  move  ; 
He  cloathes  his  Looks  with  lofteil  Grace, 
And  takes  his  Title  Love. 

4  Now  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign. 

And  fway  us  as  He  will  j 
Sick,  or  in  Health,  in  Eafe,  or  Pain, 
We  are  his  Children  ftill. 

5  No  more  fliall  peevifh  paffions  rife. 

Our  Tongues  no  more  complain  : 
'Tis  fov'reign  Love  that  lends  our  Joys, 
And  Love  refumes  again. 


HYMN  LI. 


1  WJ  H  E  N  all  the  Mercies  of  my  God, 

W     My  rifmg  Soul  furvey?, 
'Why  my  cold  Heart,  art  thou  not  loll 
In  Wonder;  Love  and  Praife  ? 

2  Thy  Providence  my  Life  fuftain'd, 

And  all  my  Wants  redrefs'd. 
While  in  the  filent  Womb  I  lay. 
And  hung  upon  the  Breaft. 

3  To  all  my  weak  Complaints,  and  Cries, 

Thy  Mercy  lent  an  Ear, 
E'er  yet  my  feeble  7'houghts  had  learn'd 
To  form  themfelves  in  Pray'r. 

4  Unnumber'd  Comforts  on  my  Soul 

Thy  tender  Care  beftow'd, 
Before  my  infant  fleart  conceiv'd 
From  whom  thofe  Comforts  flow'd. 

5  When  in  the  flipp'ry  Patlis  of  Youth, 

Wiih  hccdlefs  Steps  I  ran. 
Thine  Arm  nnfeen  convey 'd  me  fafe. 
And  led  me  up  to  Man. 


•    t  48  J 

6  Thro*  hidden  Dangers,  Toils  and  Deaths, 

It  gently  clear'd  my  Way  : 
And  thro'  the  pleafing  Snares  of  Vice, 
More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

7  Thro'  ev'ry  Period  of  my  Life, 

Thy  Goodnefs  I'll  purfue  ; 
And  after  Death,  in  diftant  Worlds, 
I'he  pleafing  Theme  renew. 

S  Thro'  all  Eternity  to  Thee 
A  grateful  Song  Til  raife  ; 
But  O  Eternity's  too  fhort 
To  utter  all  thy  Praife. 

HYMN  LII. 

1  O  M  E  let  us  join  our  chearful  Song?, 

With  Angels  round  the  Throne  : 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  are  their  Tongues, 
But  all  their  Joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  dy'd  they  cry. 

To  be  exalted  thus  ; 
Worthy  the  Lamb  our  Hearts  reply. 
For  He  was  flain  for  us. 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  Pow'r  divine  : 
And  Blefiings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

4  The  whole  Creation  join  in  one, 

To  blefs  the  facred  Name 
Of  Him  that  fits  upon  the  Throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


HYMN 
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HYMN  LIII. 

1  l\/r^G^^^-  the  Spring  of  all  my  Joys, 
iVX    The  Life  of  my  Delighi^ 

The  Glery  of  my  brighteft  Days, 
And  Comforts  of  my  Nights  ; 

2  In  darkfR  Shades  if  Thou  appear. 

My  Dawning  is  begun  : 
Thou  art  my  bod's  bright  Morning-Star, 
And  Thou  my  rifing  Sun. 

3  The  opening  Heav'ns  around  me  fliine 

With  Beams  of  facred  Blifs, 
if  Jesus  Ihews  his  Mercy  mine, 
And  whifpers,  I  am  his. 

4  My  Soul  would  leave  this  keavy  Clay 

At  that  tranf porting  V/ord," 
Run  up  witii  Joy  rhe  fhining  Way, 
To  fee  and  praife  my  Lord. 

5  Fearlefe  of  Hell  and  ghaftly  Death 

rd  break  thro*  ev*ry  Fo«  : 
The  Wings  of  Love  and  Arms  of  Faith, 
Would  bear  me  Conqu'ror  thro\ 

HYMN  LIV. 

1  O  D  of  all  Grace  and  Majefly, 

\JX    Supremely  Great  ?.nd  Good, 
If  I  have  Mercy  found  with  Thee, 

Thro'  the  atoning  Blood  : 
The  Guai'd  of  all  ihy  Mercies  give. 

And  to  my  Pajdon  join 
A  Fear  left  I  (hould  ever  f^rieve 
The  iracious  Spirit  divine. 
E 
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2  If  Mercy  is  indeed  with  Thee, 

May  I  obedient  prove, 
Nor  e'er  abufe  my  l^iberty. 

Or  fin  againft  thy  Love  : 
This  choicell:  Fruit  of  Faith  bellow 

On  a  poor  Sojourner, 
And  let  me  pals  my  Days  below 

In  Humblenefs  and  Fear . 

3  Rather  I  would  in  Darknefs  mourn 

The  Abfence  of  thy  Peace, 
Than  e'er  by  light  Irreverence  turn 

Thy  Grace  to  Wantonnefs  : 
Rather  I  wouM  in  painful  Awe 

Beneath  thine  Anger  move. 
Than  e'er  rejed  the  Golpel-Law 

Of  Liberty  and  Loye. 

4  But  O  Thou  would'ft  not  have  me  live 

In  Bondage,  Grief  and  Pain  : 
Thou  doft  not  take  Delight  to  grieve 

The  helplefs  Sons  of  Men  : 
Thy  Will  is  my  Salvation^  Lord; 

And  let  it  how  take  Place, 
And  let  me  tremble  at  thy  Word 

Of  reconciling  Grace. 

5  Still  may  I  walk  as  in  thy  Sight, 

My  ftria  Obfervcr  fee  ; 
And  Thou  by  reverent  I,o\'e  unite 

My  Child  like  Heart  to  Thee. 
Still  let  me,  till  my  Days  are  paft. 

At  Jfsu's  Feet  abide  ; 
So  (hall  He  lift  me  up  at  laft. 

And  feat  me  by  his  Side. 
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HYMN  LV. 


I'    A  L.MiGHTY  God  of  Truth  and  Love, 


The  Mountain  from  my  Soul  remove. 

The  Hardnefs  from  my  Heart  : 
My  moft  obdurate  Heart  fubdue, 

In  Honour  of  thy  Son, 
And  now  thy  grac'ous  Wonder  fliow, 
And  take  away  the  Stone. 

2  I  want  a  Principle  within. 

Of  jealou?,  godly  Fear, 
A  Senfibility  of  Sin, 

A  Pain  to  feel  it  near : 
I  want  the  firfl:  Approach  to  feel 

Of  Pride,  or  fond  Defire, 
To  catch  the  Wandering  of  my  Will, 

And- quench  the  kindling  Fire. 

3  From  Thee  that  I  no  more  may  part, 

No  more  thy  Goodnefs  grieve, 
The  filial  Awe,  the  ftefhly  Heart, 

The  tender  Confcience  give. 
Quick  as  the  Apple  of  an  Eye, 

O  God,  my  Confcience  make. 
Awake  my  Soul  when  Sin  is  nigh. 

And  keep  it  ilill  awake. 

4  If  to  the  Right,  or  Left  I  ftray. 
That  Moment,  Lord,  reprove. 


For  having  griev'd  thv  Love  : 
Give  me  to  feel  an  idle  Thought 

As  adlual  Wicked nefs, 
And  mourn  for  the  minuteft  Fault 
In  exquifite  Diftrefs. 

5  O  m.ay  the  leaft  OmifTion  pain 
My  well-inilruaed  Soul, 


In  me  thy  Pow'r  exert. 


And  let  me  weep  my  Life  away 


And 
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f  And  drive  me  to  the  Blood  again 
Which  made  the  wounded  whole  : 
More  of  this  tender  Gpirit,  more 

Of  this  Affli^^lion  fend, 
And  fpread  the  Ahra/  St  nee  all  o'er, 
'Till  Pain  with  Life  ihall  end. 

HYMN  LVI. 

I  T  TAIL,  Father,  whofe  creating  Call 
J.  J.    UnnumberM  Worlds  attend, 
Jehovah,  comprehending  all, 

V/hom  none  can  comprehend  : 
In  Light  unft^archable  enthrond. 

Which  Angels  dimly  fee. 
The  Fountain  of  the  God -head  own'd, 

And  Foremoft  of  the  Three. 

r  F;om  Thee  thro'  an  eternal  Now, 

The  So>i  thine  Ofr\pring  flo.v'd  ; 
A  A  everlafting  Father  Thou, 

As  everlailiiig  God. 
Nor  quite  difplay'd  to  Worlds  above, 

Kor  quite  ou  Earth  conccc,rd  ; 
By  wond'rous,  unexhaufted  Love, 

To  mortal  Man  reveal'd. 

5  Supreme  and  all-fufncient  God, 

When  Nature  ihall  expire, 
Aod  Worlds  created  by  thy  Nod, 

Shall  penfh  by  thy  Fire. 
Thy  Name,  Jehovah,  be  ador'd. 

By  Creatures  without  End, 
Whom  none  but  thy  effential  Word 

And  Spirit  comprehend. 

H  Y  N  M  LVII. 

J  yj  A  I  L  God  the  Son,  in  Glory  crown'd, 
XX  Time  began  to  be, 

Thron  d  with  the  S  ;  re  thro'  half  the  Rouni 
Cf  wide  E  tern  it)'  ! 
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Let  Heaven  and  Earth's  liiipendous  Frame 

Difplay  their  Author's  Pow'r, 
And  each  exalted  Seraph  flame. 

Creator,  Thee  adore. 

2  Thy  wond'rous  Love  the  Godhead  Ihew'd 

Contracted  to  a  Span, 
The  co-eternal  Son  of  God, 

The  mortal  Son  of  Man. 
To  fave  Mankind  from  loll  Eftate, 

Behold  his  Life-blood  ftream  ! 
Hail,  Lord  !  Almighty  to  create  ! 

Almighty  to  redeem  ! 

3  The  Mediator's  God-like  Sway 

His  Church  beneath  fuilains  ; 
'Till  Nature  (hall  her  Judge  furvey. 

The  King  MefTiah  reigns. 
Hail  with  eifential  Glory  crown'd, 

When  Time  fhall  ceafe  to  be, 
Throned  with  the  Father  thro'  the  Round 

Of  whole  Eternity ! 

HYMN  LVIII. 

1  T^ATHER,  how  wide  thy  Glories  fhine, 
X/     How  high  thy  Wonders  rife  ! 
Known  thro'  the  Earth  by  thoufand  figns, 

By  thoufands  thro'  the  Skies. 
Thofe  m.ighty  Orbs  proclaim  thy  pow'r  : 
Their  Motions  fpeak  thy  Skill  : 
.    And  on  the  Wings  of  ev'ry  Hour 
We  read  thy  Patience  ftill. 

2  Part  of  thy  Name  divinely  ftands 

On  all  thy  Creatures  writ, 
They  fliew  the  Labour  of  thy  Hands 
Or  imprefs  of  thy  Feet. 
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But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  Defiga 

To  fave  rebellious  Worms  ; 
Where,  Vengeance  and  Compaffion  join 

In  their  divineft  Forms. 

3  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares  a  Creature  guefs. 
Which  of  the  Glories  brighteft  fiione. 

The  juftice,  or  the  Grace. 
Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heav'nly  Plains, 
Bright  Seraphs  learn  Immanuel's  Name, 

And  try  their  choiceR  Strains. 

^  O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  Song  ! 
Wonder  and  Joy  lhall  tune  my  Heart, 

And  Love  com.mand  my  Tongue. 
To  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost^ 

Who  fweetly  all  agree, 
To  fave  a  World  of  Smners  loi\. 

Eternal  Glory  be. 

HYMN  LIX. 

t     AND  let  this  feeble  Body  fail, 
y\    And  let  it  fuint  «>r  die. 
My  Soul  fliall  quit  the  mournful  Vale, 

And  foar  to  Worlds  on  high  : 
Shall  join  the  difembodied  Saints, 

And  rind  its  long-fought  Reft, 
That  only  Elifs  for  which  it  pants 

la  the  Redeemer's  Breall. 

2  In  hope  of  that  immortal  Crown, 
I  now  the  Crofs  fuftain, 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down, 

At'tl  fmile  at  Toil  and  Pain. 
I  fuffer  on  niy  threefcore  Years 
Till  my  Deliverer  coiiie. 
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And  wipe  away  his  Servants  Tear?, 
And  take  his  Exile  home. 

0  what  hath  Jesus  bought  for  me 
Before  my  ravifli'd  Eyes 

Rivers  of  Life  divine,  I  fee, 
And  Trees  of  Paradife  ! 

1  fee  a  World  of  Spirits  bright 
Who  tafte  the  Pleafures  there  ! 

They  all  are  rob"d  in  fpotlefs  White, 
And  conquering  Palms  they  bear. 

r  O  what  are  all  my  Sufferings  here. 

If  Lord  thou  coant  me  meet 
With  that  inraptur'd  Hoft  f  appear 

And  worlhip  at  thy  Feet. 
Give  Joy  or  Grief,  give  Eafe  or  Pain, 

Take  Life  and  Friends  away  ; 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 

In  that  eternal  Day. 

HYMN  LX. 

JE  S  U,  Thou  art  my  Right'oufnefs, 
For  all  my  Sins  were  Thine. 
Thy  Death  hath  bought  of  God  my  Peace, 

Thy  Life  hath  made  Him  mine. 
My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  Guilt  and  Sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  Blood, 
And  cleanfe,  and  keep  me  clean. 

Wafh  me,  and  make  thus  thine  own  : 

WaHi  me,  and  mine  Thou  art  : 
Wafh  me,  but  not  rny  Feet  alone. 

My  Hands,  my  Head,  my  Fleart. 
Th'  Atonement  of  thy  Blood  apply, 

'Till  Faith  to  Sight  improve  : 
^Till  Hope  fliall  in  Fruition  die. 

And  ail  my  Soul  be  Love. 

HYM 
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HYMN  XLL 

t  TESU,  my  Life,  Thyfelf  apply, 
J     Thy  Holy  Spirit  breathe, 
My  vile  AlFcdions  cracify, 

Conform  me  to  thy  Death. 
Conqu'ror  of  Hell,  and  Earth,  and  Sin, 

Still  with  thy  Rebel  ftrive  ; 
Enter  my  Soul,  and  work  within. 

And  kill,  and  make  alive. 

2  More  of  thy  Life,  and  more  I  have. 

As  the  old  Adam  dies': 
Eury  me  Saviour  in  thy  Grave, 

That  I  with  Thee  may  rife. 
Reign  in  me,  Lord,  thy  Foes  controul. 

Who  would  not  own  thy  Sway  ; 
Diffafe  thine  Image  thro'  my  Soul, 

Shine  to  the  perfedl  Day. 

3  Scatter  the  laft  Remains  of  Sin, 

And  feal  me  thine  Abode  ; 
O  make  me  glorious  all  within, 

A  Temple  built  by  God. 
My  inward  Hoiinefs  Thou  art, 

for  Faith  hath  made  Thee  mine : 
With  all  thy  Fulnefs  fill  my  Heart, 

'Till  all  I  am  is  Thine  ! 


HYMN  LXII. 

1     \  H  woe  is  me  conftrain'd  to  dwell 
Jy,    Among  the  Sons  of  Night ; 
Poor  Sinners  dropping  into  Hell, 

Who  hate  the  Gofpel  Light. 
Wild  as  the  untam'd  Jral^'s  Race, 

Who  from  their  Saviour  fly  j 

And 
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And  trample  on  his  pard'ning  Grace, 
And  all  his  Threats  defy. 

2  Yet  here,  alas  !  in  Pain  I  live, 

Where  Satan  keeps  his  Seat  ; 
And  Day  and  Night  for  thofe  I  grieve, 

Who  will  to  Sin  fubmit : 
With  guihing  Eyes  their  Deeds  I  fee. 

Shut  up  in  Sodom  I, 
And  afk  with  Him  who  ranfomM  me, 

Why  will  ye  Sin  and  die  ? 

3  Je5Us,  Redeemer  of  Mankind, 

Difplay  thy  faving  Fow'r, 
Thy  Mercy  let  thefe  OutcaRs  find, 

And  know  their  gracious  Hour. 
Ah  !  give  them.  Lord,  a  longer  Space 

Nor  faddenly  confume, 
But  let  them  take  the  prolFer'd  Grace, 

And  flee  the  Wrath  to  come. 

4  O  wouldTt  Thou  caft  a  pitying  Look 

(All  Goodnefs  as  Thou  art) 
Like  that  which  faithlefs  Peter's  brokt 

Or  my  obdurate  Heart. 
Who  Thee  beneath  their  Feet  have  trod'. 

And  crucify'd  afrefh. 
Touch  with  thine  aU-vi£lorious  Blood 

And  turn  the  Stone  to  Flelh. 

5  Open  their  Eyes  and  Ears  to  fee 

Thy  Crofs,  to  hear  thy  Cries. 
Sinner  thy  Saviour  weeps  for  thee. 

For  thee  he  weeps  and  dies. 
All  the  Day  long  He  meekly  {lands 

His  Rebels  to  receiv^e  ; 
And  fhews  his  Wounds  and  fpreads  his  Harttds, 

And  bids  you  tarn  and  live. 


HYMK 
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HYMN  LXIII. 

1  y     AIL,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third, 
JtTl    In  Order  of  the  Three  ^ 

Sprung  from  the  Father  and  the  Word, 

To  all  Eternity  : 
The  Spirit  brooding  o'er  th'  Abyfs 

Of  foimlefs  Waters  lay  : 
Spoke  into  Order  all  that  is. 

And  Darknefs  into  Day. 

2  In  deepefc  Fell,  or  Heav'n's  Height, 

Thy  Prefence  who  can  fly  ? 
Knowais  the  Father  to  thy  Sight, 

Th'  Abyfs  of  Deity. 
Thy  Pow'r  thro'  Jesu'g  Life  difplay'd. 

Quite  from  the  Virgin's  Womb, 
Dying,  his  Soul  an  Off 'ring  made, 

And  rais'd  Him  from  the  Toinb. 

3  God's  Image  which  our  Sins  deilroy. 

Thy  Grace  reftores  below  j 
And  Truth  and  Holinefs  and  Joy, 

.From  Thee,  their  Fountain  flow^ 
Hail  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  Order  of  the  Three,  ^ 
Sprung  from  the  Father,  and  the  WoR» 

From  all  Eternity. 

HYMN  LXIV. 

I  TTAIL,  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! 
XX    Be  endlefs  Praife  to  Thee  ! 
Supreme,  effential  One,  ador'd 

In  CO -eternal  Three. 
Jnthron'd  in  everlafting  State 

E'er  time  its  Round  began, 
W^ho  join'd  in  Council  to  create 

The  Dignity  of  Man. 
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2  To  whom  Tfaiah*s  Vifion  (hew'd 

The  Seraphs  veil  their  Wings, 
While  Thee  Jehovah,  Lord  and  God, 

The  Angelic  Army  fings. 
To  Thee  by  myftic  Fovv'rs  on  high. 

Were  humble  Praifes  giv'n, 
When  John  beheld,  with  favour'd  Eye, 

Th'  Inhabitants  of  Heav'n. 

3  All  that  the  Name  of  Creature  owns 

To  Thee  in  Hymns  afpire  ; 
May  we  as  Angels  on  our  Thrones 

For  ever  join  the  Choir  ! 
Hail,  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

Be  endlefs  Praife  to  Tnee  ; 
Supreme,  eficntial  One,  ador'd 

In  co-eternal  Three. 

HYMN  LXV. 

1  T)RA-SE  ye  the  Lord,  ye  immortal  Quires, 
.  XT    That  fill  the  Realms  above, 

Praife  Him  who  form'd  you  of  his  Fire, 
And  feeds  you  with  his  Love. 

2  Sing  to  his  Praife  ye  chryflal  Skies, 

f  he  Floor  of  his  abode  : 
Or  veil  in  Shades  your  thoufand  Eyes, 
B-efore  your  brighter  God. 

3  Thou  reillefs  Globe  of  golden  Light, 

Whofe  Beams  create  our  Days, 
Join  with  the  filver  Queen  of  Night, 
To  own  your  borrow'd  Rays. 

4  Winds,  ye  (halt  bear  his  Name  aloud. 

Thro'  the  ctherial  Blue  ; 
For  when  hii  Chariot  is  a  Cloud, 
He  makes  his  Wheels  of  you. 


Thunder 
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5  Thunder  and  Flail,  and  Fires  and  Storms, 

Th-  Troops  of  his  Command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  Forms^ 
And  fpeak  his  awful  Hand. 

6  Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  furging  Seas, 

In  your  eternal  Roar  ; 
Let  Wave  to  Wave  refound  his  Praife, 
And  Shore  reply  to  Shore. 

7  While  Monflers  fporting  on  the  Flood, 

In  fcaly  filver  Ihine, 
Speak  terrible  their  Maker  God, 
And  lafh  the  foaming  Brine. 

8  But  gentler  Things  {hall  tune  his  Name, 

To  fofter  Notes  than  thefe, 
Young  Zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  Stream, 
Or  whifp'ring  thro'  the  Trees. 

9  Wave  your  tall  Heads,  ye  lofty  Pines 

To  Him  that  bids  you  grow  ; 
Sweet  Clufters  bend  the  fruitful  Vines 
On  ev'ry  thankful  Bough. 

10  Let  the  fhril  Birds  his  Honour  ralfe, 

And  climb  the  Morning  Sky  ; 
While  grov'ling  Beafts  attempt  his  Praife 
In  hoarfer  Harmony. 

1 1  Thus  while  the  meaner  Creaturs  fing, 

Ye  Mortals,  take  the  Sound  ; 
Echo  the  Glories  of  your  King 
Thro'  all  the  Nations  round. 


HYMN  LXVL 

HAPPY  Soul,  thy  Days  ai'e  ended. 
All  thy  mourning  Days  below  : 
Go  by  Angel  Guards  attended. 
To  the  Sight  of  Jesus  go. 
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z  Waiting  to  receive  thy  Spirit, 

Lo!  the  SAViOUR  flands  abovt,; 
Shews  the  Purchafe  of  his  Merit, 
Reaches  Gut  the  crown  of  Love. 

3  Struggle  thro'  thy  lateft  paflion 

To  thy  dear  Redeemer's  Breafl^' 
To  his  uttermoft  Salvation, 
To  his  everlafting  Reft  : 

4  For  the  Joy  He  fets  before  thee. 

Bear  a  momentary  Pain, 
Die  to  live  the  Life  of  Glory, 
Suffer  with  thy  Lord  to  reign.' 

HYMN  Lxvir. 

1  T  E  S  U,  thy  Blood  and  Right'oufnefs, 
J  My  Beauty  are  my  glorious  Drefs  ; 
'Midft  flaming  Worlds  in  thefe  array'd. 
With  Joy  ftiall  I  lift  up  my  Head. 

2  Bold  ^all  I  ftand  in  thy  great  Day, 
For  who  ought  to  my  charge  (hall  lay  ? 
Fully  abfolv'd  thro'  thefe  I  am, 

From  Sin  and  Fear,  from  Guilt  and  Shamc» 

^  The  deadly  Writing  now  I  fee, 
Nail'd  with  thy  Body  to  the  Tree  ; 
Torn  with  the  Nails  that  piercM  thy  Hands 
Th'  old  Covenant  no  longer  ilands. 

4  Tho'  fign'd  and  written  with  my  Blood, 
As  Hell's  Foundations  fure  it  ftood, 
Thine  hath  wafli'd  out  the  crimfon  Stains, 
And  white  as  Snow  my  Soul  remains. 

5  Satan,  thy  due  Reward  furvey. 

The  Lord  of  Life  why  didft  thou  flay  ? 


[  62  ] 

To  tear  tlie  Prey  out  of  thy  Teeth, 
To  fpoil  the  Realms  of  Hell  and  Death, 

6  The  holy,  meek,  unfpotted  Lamb, 
Who  from  the  Fa  fher's  Bofom  came, 
Who  died  for  roe,  e'en  me,  t'  atone. 
Now  for  my  Lord  and  God  1  own. 

7  Lord,  I  believe  thy  precious  Blood, 
Which  at  the  Mercy-Seat  cf  God 
For  ever  doth  for  finners  plead, 

For  me,  ev'n  for  my  SquI,  was  fhed. 

8  Yet  nought  whereof  to  boaft  I  have. 
All,  all  thy  Mercy  freely  gave  ; 

No  Works,  no  Right'oufnefs  are  mj.ne. 
All  is  thy  Work,  and  only  thine. 

^  Thou  God  of  Might,  thou  God  of  Love, 
Let  the  whole  World  thy  Mercy  prove. 
Now  let  thy  Word  o'er  all  prevail. 
Now  take  the  Spoils  of  Death  and  HcU. 

10  O  let  the  Dead  now  hear  thy  Voice, 
Now  bid  thy  banifli'd  Ones  rejoice, 
Their  Beauty  this,  their  glorious  Drefs, 
Jesu,  thy  Blood  and  Right'oufnefs. 

HYMN  LXVIII. 

1  TJ  Egent  of  the  Worlds  above, 

Jf\^  Thou  Sun  whofe  Rays  adorn  our  Sphere^ 
And  with  unvveary'd  Swiftnefs  move, 
To  form  the  Circle  of  the  Year. 

2  Praife  the  Creator  of  the  Skies 

Who  decks  thy  Orb  with  borrowed  Rays  ; 
Or  may  the  Sun  forget  to  rife. 
When  He  forgets  his  Maker's  Praife. 


Thou 
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3  Thou  reigning  Beauty  of  the  Night, 
Fair  Queen  of  Silence,  Silver  Moon, 
Whofe  paler  Fires  and  Female  Light 
Are  fofter  Rivals  of  the  Noon  ; 

4  Arife,  and  to  that  Sov'reign  PowV, 

Waxing  and  waining  Honours  pay  ; 
Who  bad  thee  rule  the  dulky  Hours, 
And  half  fupply  the  abfent  Day, 

5  Ye  glitt'ring  Stars,  that  gild  the  Skies, 
When  Darknefs  has  her  Curtain  drawn. 
That  keep  the  Watch  with  wakeful  Eyes, 
When  Bus'nefs,  Cares  and  Day  are  gone  ; 

6  Proclaim  the  Glories  of  your  Lord, 

Difpers'd  thro'  all  the  heav'nly  Street, 
Whofe  boundlefs  Treafures  can  afford 
'    So  rich  a  Pavement  for  his  Feet. 

7  Thou  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  fupremely  bright. 
Fair  Palace  of  the  Court  divine. 

Where  with  inimitable  Light 

The  Godhead  condefcends  to  fhine, 

8  Praife  thou  the  great  Inhabitant, 
Who  fcatrers  lovely  Beams  of  Grace 
On  every  Angel  every  Saint, 

Nor  veils  the  Luftre  of  his  Face. 

9  O  God  of  Glory,  God  of  Love, 

Thou  art  the  Sun  that  mak'ft  our  Days  5 
Mid'ft  all  thy  wond'rous  Works  above 
Let  Earth  and  Dull  attempt  thy  Praife  ! 


HYMN  LXIX. 

i  QI  NNE  R  S,  obey  the  Gofpel  Word, 
O  Halle  to  the  Supper  of  my  Lord, 
Be  wife  to  know  your  gracious  Day  : 
Ail  things  are  ready  ;  come  away. 

Ready 
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J  Ready  the  Father  is  to  own. 
And  kifs  his  late  returning  Son  ; 
Ready  your  loving  Saviour,  flands, 
And  fpreads  for  you  his  bleeeding  Hands. 

3  Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  Love 
Juft  now  the  Stony  to  remove, 
T'  apply,  and  witnefs  with  the  Blood, 
And  wafh  and  feal  the  Sons  of  God. 

d{  Ready  for  you  the  Angels  wait 
To  triumph  in  your  bleft  Ellate  ; 
Tuning  their  Harps  they  long  to  praife 
The  Wonders  of  Redeeming  Grace. 

5  The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Is  ready  with  their  ihining  Hoft, 

All  Heaven  is  ready  to  refound 

**  The  Dead's  alive,  the  Loft  is  found  ! 

6  Come  then,  ye  Sinners,  to  your  Lord, 
In  Chr-ist  to  Paradife  rellor'd  j 
HisprolFer'd  Benefits  embrace. 

The  Plenitude  of  Gofpel-Grace. 

7  A  Pardon  written  v/ith  his  Blood 
The  Favour  and  the  Peace  of  God, 
The  feeing  Eye,  the  feeling  Senfe> 
The  myftic  Joys  of  Penitence  ; 

%  The  godly  Grief,  the  pleafmg  Smart, 
The  Meltings  of  a  broken  Heart, 
The  Tears  that  tell  your  ^Mns  forgiven. 
The  Sighs  that  waft  your  Soul  to  Heaven; 

9  The  gailtlefs  Shame,  the  fweet  Diilrefs, 
The'  unutterable  Tenderneft;, 
The  genuine  meek  Humility, 
The  Wonder,      Why  fuch  J>ove  to  me  !  " 

-\o  Th'  overwhelming  Power  of  Saving  Grace, 
The  Sight  that  veils  the  Seraph's  Face, 
The  fpeechlefs  Awe  that  dares  not  move, 
Aad  all  the  fUeni  i^ieaven  of  Love  \ 
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HYMN  LXX. 

1  TJ  A  PP  Y  the  Man  that  finds  the  Grace, 
X  JL  The  Blfiring  of  God's  chofen  Race, 
The  Wifdom  coming  from  above, 

The  Faith  that  fweetly  works  by  Love. 

2  Happy  beyond  Description  he. 

Who  knows,  the  S  viour  died  for  me. 
The  Gift  unfpeakable  obtains, 
And  heavenly  Underllanding  gains. 

3  Wifdom  Divine  !  Who  tells  the  Price 
Of  Wifdom's  coftly  Merchandize  ? 
W^ifdom  to  Silver  we  prefer, 

And  Gold  is  Drofs  compared  to  her. 

4  Better  (he  is  than  richeft  Mines, 
All  earthly  Treafures  (he  out(hines. 
Her  Value  above  Rubies  is, 

And  precious  Pearls  are  vile  to  this, 

5  Whatever  thy  Heart  can  wifli  is  poor 
To  Wifdoms  all-fufRcient  Store  : 

Pleafure,  and  Fame,  and  Health,  and  Friends, 
She  all  created  Good  tranfcends. 

6  Her  Hands  are  fiU'd  with  Length  of  Days, 
True  Riches  and  immortal  Pmife, 
Riches  of  Christ  on  All  beftow'd, 

And  Honour,  that  defcends  from  God, 

7  To  pureft  Joys  fhe  All  invites 
Chafte,  holy,  fpiritual  Delights  : 
Her  Ways  are  Ways  of  Pleafantne-fs, 
And  all  her  flowery  Paths  are  Peace. 

8  He  finds,  who  Wifdom  apprehends, 
A  Life  begun  that  never  ends. 
The  Tree  of  Life  Divine  (he  is. 

Set  in  the  midft  of  Paradife. 

F3  Happy 
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9  Happy  the  Man  who  Wifdom  gains 
Thrice  happy  who  his  CTueft  retains, 
He  owns,  and  lhall  for  ever  own 
Wifdom,  and  Christ,  and  Heav'n  are  one. 

HYMN  LXXI. 

1  Tl/T^  ^'Ovil  before  Thee  proftrate  lies, 
XVi.  To  Thee,  her  Source,  my  Spirit  flies  : 
My  wants  I  mourn ;  my  Chains  1  fee  : 

O  let  thy  Prefence  fet  me  free. 

2  Loft  and'undone  for  Aid  I  cry  ; 

In  thy  Death,  Saviour,  let  me  die  ! 
Griev'd  with  thy  Grief,  pain'd  with  thy  Pain, 
Ne'er  may  I  feel  Self-Love  again. 

3  Jew,  vouchfafe  my  Heart  and  Will 
With  thy  meek  Lowlinefs  to  fill  ; 
No  more  her  Power  let  Nature  boaft 
JBut  in  thy  Will  may  mine  be  loft. 

4  In  Life's  fiiort  Day  let  me  yet  more 
Of  thy  enlivening  Power  implore  : 
My  Mind  muft  deeper  fmk  in  Thee, 

My  Foot  ftand  firm,  from  Wandering  free. 

5  Ye  Sons  of  Men,  here  nought  avails 
Your  Strength,  here  all  your  Wifdom  fails  ; 
Who  bids  a  fmful  Heart  be  clean  ? 

Thou  only.  Lord,  fupreme  of  Men. 

6  And  well  I  know  thy  tender  Love 
Thou  never  didft  unfaithful  prove  ; 
And  well  I  know  Thou  ftand'ft  by  me, 
Pleas'd  from  myfelf  to  fet  me  free. 

^  Still  will  1  watch  and  labour  ftill 
To  banifh  every  Thought  of  111  ; 
'Till  Thou  in  thy  good  Time  appear. 
And  fav'ft  me  from  the  Fowler's  Snare. 

Alreadj 


[  67  ] 

S  Already  fpringing  Hope  I  feel  ; 
God  will  deftroy  the  Power  of  Hell  ; 
God  from  the  Land  of  Wars  and  Pain, 
Leads  me  where  Peace  and  Safety  reign. 

9  One  only  Care  my  Soul  Ihall  know. 
Father,  all  thy  Co^imands  to  do  : 
Ah  !  deep  engrave  it  on  my  Breafl, 
That  I  in  Thee  ev'n  now  am  bleft. 

10  When  my  warm  Thought  I  fix  on  Thee, 
And  plunge  me  in  thy  Mercy's  Sea, 
Then  ev'n  on  me  thy  Face  Ihall  Ihine 
And  quicken  this  dead  Heart  of  mine. 

11  So  ev'n  in  Storms  my  Zeal  fhall  grow. 
So  fhall  I  thy  hid  Sweetnefs  know  : 
And  feel  (what  endlefs  Aye  fhall  prove) 
That  Thou,  my  Lord,  iny  God,  art  Lovi 

HYMN  LXXIL 

1  T7  A  T  H  E  R,  if  juflly  ftiil  we  claim 
Jt7    To  us  and  ours  the  Promife  made, 
I'o  us  be  gracioafly  the  fame, 
And  crown  with  living  Fire  our  Head. 

2  Our  Claim  admit,  and  from  above 
Of  Holinefs  the  Spirit  f]icw>, 
Of  wife  Difcernment,  humble  Love, 
And  Zeal,  and  Unity,  and  Pow'r. 

3  The  Spirit  of  convincing  Speech 
Of  Pow'r  demoiiilrative  impart, 
Such  as  may  ev'ry  Confcience  reach. 
And  found  the  Unbelieving  Heart. 

4  The  Spirit  of  refining  Fire, 
Searching  the  Inmoft  of  the  Mind, 
To  purge  all  fierce  and  foul  Defire 
And  kindle  Life  mote  pare  and  kind. 
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5  The  Spirit  of  Faith  in  this  thy  Day 
To  break  the  Povv'r  of  cancel'd  Sin, 
Tread  down  its  Strength,  overturn  its  Sway, 
And  Itill  the  Conquelt  more  than  win. 

6  The  Spirit  breathe  of  inward  Life 
Which  in  our  Hearts  thy  Laws  may  write  j 
Then  Grief  expires,  and  Fain,  and  Strife, 
'Tis  Nature  all,  and  all  Delight. 

7  On  all  the  Earrh  thy  Spirit  (howV, 
The  Earth  in  Righteoufnefs  renew  ; 

Thy  Kingdom  come,  and  HelTs  o'erpow'r. 
And  to  thy  Scepter  all  fubdue. 

8  Like  mighty  Wind  or  Torrent  fierce 
Let  it  Oppofers  all  o'er-run. 

And  ev'ry  Law  of  Sin  reverfe, 

That  Faith  and  Love  may  make  all  one, 

5  Yea,  let  thy  Spirit  in  ev'ry  Place 
Its  richer  Energy  declare, 
While  lovely  Tempers  Frnits  of  Grace, 
The  Kingdom  of  thy  Christ  prepare. 

10  Grant  this  O  Holy  God,  and  true  ! 
The  Antient  Seers  Thou  didft  infpire  : 
To  Us  perfoHTi  the  Promife  due, 
Defcend,  and  crown  us  Now  with  Fire. 


HYMN  LXXIII. 

I  17  XTENDED  on  a  curfedTree, 

Xi  Befmear'd  with  Duft  and  Sweat  and  Blood, 
See  here  the  King  of  Glory,  fee  ! 
Sinks  and  expires  the  Som  of  God. 

^  Who,  who,  my  Saviour,  this  hath  done  : 
Who  could  thy  facred  Body  wound  ? 
No  Guilt  thy  fpotlefs  Heart  hath  known  ; 
Guile  hath  in  thy  Lips  been  found* 

I, 
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3  T,  I  alone  have  done  the  Deed  f 
'Tis  I  thy  facred  Fleih  have  torn  : 

My  Sins  have  causM  'I'hee,  Lord,  to  bleed  : 
Pointed  the  Nail,  and  fixt  the  Thorn. 

4  The  Burthen  for  me  to  fuftain 

Too  great,  on  Thee,  my  Lord,  was  laid  : 
To  heal  me.  Thou  haft  borne  my  Pain  : 
To  blefs  me.  Thou  a  Curfe  wall  made. 

4  In  the  devouring  Lion's  Teeth 
Torn,  and  forfook  of  all,  1  lay  : 
Thou  fpring'fl  into  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
From  Death  to  fave  the  hclplefs  Prey, 

6  My  Saviour,  how  fhaii  I  proclaim. 
How  pay  the  mighty  Debt  I  owe  ? 
Let  all  I  hs^vQ,  and  all  I  am, 
Ceafelefs  to  All  thy  Glory  Ihew. 

7  Too  much  to  Thee  I  cannot  give. 
Too  much  I  cannot  do  for  Thee  : 
Let  all  thy  Love,  and  all  thy  Grief, 
Grav'n  on  my  Heart  for  ever  be  : 

5  The  meek,  the  ftill,  the  lowly  Mind, 
O  may  I  learn  from  Thee  my  God  : 
And  Love  with  fofteil  Pity  join'd 
For  thofe  that  trample  on  thy  Blood. 

9  Still  let  thy  Tears,  thy  Groans,  thy  Sighs 
O'erfiow  my  Eyes,  and  heave  my  Breafi, 
'Till  loofe  from  Flefn  and  L^rch  I  rife. 
And  ever  in  thy  Eofom  reft. 

HYMN  LXXiV: 

I  TT^  T  E  R  N  A  L  Depth  of  Love  Divine, 
JQ^  In  Jesus  God  with  us,  difplay'd, 
How  bright  thy  beaming  Glories  fliine  ! 
How  wide  thy  healing  Streams  are  fpread  f 

With 
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With  whom  doft  Thou  delight  to  dwell  ^ 
Sinner?,  a  vile  and  thanklefs  Race  : 
O  God  !  what  Tongue  aright  can  tell 
How  vaft  thy  Love,  how  great  thy  Grace. 

2  The  Diaates  of  thy  Sovereign  Will 
With  Joy  our  grateful  Hearts  receive  i 
A\l  thy  Delight  in  us  f  iai, 

Lo  I  all  we  are  to  Thee  we  give. 
To  thy  fure  Love  thy  t.  nder  Care, 
Our  Flefh,  Soul,  Spirit  we  refign  j- 
O  !  fix  thy  facrcd  Prefence  there. 
And  feel  th'  Abode  for  ever  Thine. 

3  O  King  of  Glory,  thy  rich  Grace 
Our  fho  t  Dcili.  s  furpaffes  far  ! 

Yea,  ev'n  our  '  rime?,  iho  numberlefs, 
Lefs  num'rous  than  thy  Mercies  are. 
Still  on  I'hee,  Fat  her,  may  we  reft  I 
Still  may  we  pant  thy  Son  to  know  ! 
Thy  Sp'rit  ftili  breathe  into  our  Breaff, 
Fountain  of  Peace,  and  Joy  below  ! 

^.  Oft  have  we  feen  thy  mip,hty  Pow'r, 

Since  from  the  World  Thou  mad'ft  us  free  : 
Still  may  we  praif^  Thee  xiiore  and  mo.re. 
Our  Hearts  more  firmly  knit  to  Thee  : 
Still,  Lord,  thy  faving  Health  difplay, 
And  arm  our  Souls  with  heav'nly  Zeal  : 
So  fearlefs  fhall  we  urge  our  Way 
Thro'  all  the  Pow'rs  of  Earth  and  Hell  f 


HYMN  LXXV. 

IThirft,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God^, 
To  wafti  me  in  thy  cleaning  Blood, 
To  dwell  within  thy  Wounds  ;  then.Paia 
Is  fweet,  and  Life  or  Death  is  Gain  ; 


Take 
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2  Take  this  poor  Heart,  and  let  it  be 

For  ever  closM  to  all  but  Thee  ! 

Seal  Thou  my  Breaft,  and  let  me  wear 

That  Pledge  of  Love  for  ever  there. 

3  'How  bleft  are  they,  who  ftill  abide, 
Clofe  fhelter'd  in  thy  bleeding  Side  f 
Who  Life  and  Strength  from  thence  derive, 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  Works,  but  Sin  and  Death 
Till  Thou  thy  quick'ning  Spirit  breathe  ? 
Thou  giv'll  the  Power  thy  Grace  to  move  ; 
O  wond'rous  Grace  !  O  boundlefs  Love  i 

5  How  can  it.be,  Thou  heavenly  King, 
That  Thou  fhould'fl  us  to  Glory  bring; 
Make  Slaves  the  Partners  of  thy  Throne 
Deck'd  with  a  never-fading  Crown  f 

^  Hence  our  Hearts  melt,  our  Eyes  o'erflow. 
Our  Words  are  loft  j  nor  will  ;  we  know. 
Nor  will  we  thiiik  of  ought  befide 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucify'd  ! 

7  Ah  !  Lord,  enlarge  our  fcanty  Thought, 
To  know  the  Wonders  Thou  haft  wrought  ! 
Unloofe  our  ftamraering  Tongue  to  tell 

.  Thy  Love  immenfe,  unfearchable. 

S  Firft-born  of  many  Brethren,  Thou  f 
To  Thee,  lo  !  all  our  Souls  we  bow, 
To  Thee  our  Hearts  and  Hands  we  give 
Thine  may  we  die.  Thine  may  we  live  ! 

HYMN  LXXVI. 

i  TJROTHER  in  Christ  and  well-belov'd, 
Xy  To  Jesus  and  his  Servant  dear» 
Enter  and  (hew  thyfelf  approved  : 
Enter  and  find  that  God  is  here. 

'Scap'd 
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2  'Scap'd  frprathe  World,  redeemed  from  Sia, 
By  Fiends  purfued,  by  Men  abhor'd. 
Come  in,  poor  Fugitive  come  in 

And  lhare  the  Portion  of  thy  Lord. 

3  Welcome  from  Earth ! — Lo  !  the  Right  -Hand 
Of  Fellowfliip  to  Thee  we  give  ; 

With  open  Arras,  and  Hearts  we  ftaud. 
And  Thee  in  Jesu's  Name  receive  ! 

4  Say,  is  thy  Heart  refolv'd  as  ours  ? 
Then  let  it  burn  with  facred  Love  ; 
Then  let  it  tafte  the  Heav'nly  Power*, 
Partaker  of  the  Joys  above. 

5  Jesu,  attend  !  Thyfelf  reveal  ! 
Are  we  not  met  in  thy  great  Name  ? 
Thee  in  the  midft  we  wait  to  feel. 
We  wait  to  catch  the  fpreading  Flame. 

C  Thou  God,  that  anfwerefl  by  Fire, 
The  Sp'rit  of  Burning  now  impart, 
And  let  the  Flames  of  pure  Defirc 
Rife  from  the  Altar  of  our  Heart. 

7  Truly  our  Fellowfhip  below 

With  Thee  and  with  thy  Father  is  : 
In  Thee  Eternal  Life  we  know. 
And  Heaven's  unutterable  Blifs. 

S  In  Part  we  only  know  Thee  here. 
But  v.'ait  thy  Coming  from  above, — 
And  I  lhall  then  behold  Thee  near. 
And  I  fhall  All  be  loft  in  Love  ! 

HYMN  LXXVII.  fAl 

I  TESUS,  in  whom  the  Godhead's  Rays 
J  Beam  forth  with  milder  Majefty, 
1  fee  Thee  full  of  Truth  and  Grace 
And  come  for  all  I  want  to  Thee. 
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2  Wrathful,  Impure,  and  Proud  I  am. 
Nor  Conftancy,  nor  Strength  I  have  : 
Bat  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  ftill  the  fame. 
And  haft  not  loft  thy  Power  to  fave. 

3  Save  me  from  Pride,  the  Plague  expell  i 
Jesu,  thine  humble  Self  impart ; 

O  let  thy  Mind  within  me  dwell  » 
O  give  me  Lowlinefs  of  Heart. 

4  Enter  Thyfelf,  and  caft  out  Sin  ; 
Thy  Spotlefs  Purity  beftow  ; 

Touch  me,  and  make  the  Leper  clean  ; 
Wafn  me,  and  I  am  v/hite  as  Snow. 

5  Fury  is  not  in  Thee  my  God  : 

O  why  fliou'd  it  be  found  in  thine  !  ^ 
Sprinkle  me,  Saviour,  with  thy  Blood, 
And  all  thy  Gentlenefs  is  mine. 

6  Pour  but  thy  Blood  upon  the  Flame, 
Meek,  and  dlfpaffionate,  and  mild. 
The  Leopard  fmks  into  a  Lamb, 
And  I  become  a  little  Child. 

HYMN  LXXVII. 

1  That  my  Load  cf  Sin  were  gone, 
\J  O  that  I  could  at  laft  fubmit. 
At  Jesu's  Feet  to  lay  me  down. 

To  lay  my  Soul  at  Jesu's  Feet. 

2  When  fliall  mine  eyes  hehold  the  Lamb, 
The  God  of  my  Salvation  fee  ! 
Weary,  O  Lord,  thou  know'ft  I  am^ 
Yet  ftill  I  cannot  come  to  Thee. 

2  Reft  for  my  Soul  I  long  to  find  ; 
Saviour  if  mine  indeed  Thou  art, 
Give  me  thy  meekand  lowly  Mind, 
And  ftamp  thine  Image  on  my  Heart. 

G  FaiH 
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4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  Thee  my  Goo, 
Thy  light  an^  eafy  Burden  prove. 

The  Crofs  all  ftain'd  with  hallow'd  Blood, 
The  Labour  of  thy  dying  Love. 

5  This  Moment  would  I  take  it  up. 
And  after  my  dear  Mailer  bear, 
With  Thee  afcend  to  Calvar-f^  Top, 
And  bow  my  Head,  and  fuffer  there. 

6  I  would,  but  Thou  muft  give  the  Pow*r, 
My  Heart  from  ev'ry  Sin  releafe. 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  Hour, 
And  fill  me  wicn  ihy  perfed  Peace. 

"7  Gome,  Lord,  the  drooping  Finner  chear, 
Nor  let  thy  Chariot- wheels  delay. 
Appear  in  my  poor  Heart  appear. 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  come  away  ! 

HYMN  LXXVIII. 

'l         J  ITH  Glory  clad,  with  Strength  arraid, 
\y    The  Lord  that  o're  all  Nature  reign's, 
The  Word's  Foundation  rtrongly  laid. 
And  the  vall  Fabrick  llill  fuilains. 

2  How  fure  eilablifh'd  is  thy  Throne  ! 
Which  fhall  no  Change  or  Period  fee  ; 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone 
Art  King  from  all  Eternity. 

3  The  Floodj,  O  Lord,  lift  up  their  Voice, 
And  tofs  the  troubled  Waves  on  high; 
But  God  above  can  ftill  their  Noife, 

And  make  the  angry  Sea  comply. 

4  Thy  Promife,  Lord,  is  ever  fure. 

And  they  that  in  thy  Houfe  would  dwell. 
That  happy  Station  to  fecure, 
Mull  llill  in  holinefs  excell. 

HYMN 
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HYMN  LXXIX. 

I         LORY  to  God  whofe  fovereign  Grace 
VJ  Hath  animated  fenfelefs  Stones, 
Call'd  us  to  Hand  before  his  Face, 
Andrais'd  us  into  Abraham''^  Sons. 

2,  The  People  that  in  Darknefs  lay. 
In  Sin  and  Error's  deadly  Shade, 
Have  feen  a  glorious  Gofpel-Day, 
In  Jesu's  lovely  Face  difplay'd. 

3  Thou  only,  Lord,  the  Work  haft  done. 
And  bar'd  thine  Arm  in  all  our  Sight, 
Haft  made  the  Reprobates  thine  own. 
And  claim'd  the  C3ut-cafts  as  thy  Right. 

4  Thy  lingle  Arm,  Almighty  Lord, 
To  us  the  great  Salvation  brought. 
Thy  Word,  thy  all -creating  Word, 

That  fpake  at  firft  the  World  from  nought. 

5  For  this  the  Saints  lift  up  their  Voice, 
And  ceafelefs  Praife  to  Thee  is  given, 
l*"or  this  the  Hofts  above  rejoice  : 

We  praife  the  Happinefs  of  Heaven. 

6  For  this  (no  longer  Sons  of  Night) 

To  Thee  our  thankful  Hearts  we  give  ; 
To  Thee  who  call'd  us  into  Lights 
To  Thee  we  die,  to  Thee  we  live. 

7  Suffice,  that  for  the  Seafon  paft. 

Hell's  horrid  Language  fiU'd  our  Tongues, 

We  all  thy  Words  behind  us  caft, 

And  lewdly  fung  the  Drunkard's  Songs, 

8  But  O  the  Power  of  Grace  divine  ! 
In  Hymns  we  now  our  Voices  raife. 
Loudly  in  ftrange  Hofanna's  join, 
And  Blafphemies  are  turn'd  to  Praife ; 
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9  Praife  God  from  whom  all  Bleflings  flow,  . 
Praife  Him  all  Creatures  here  below, 
Praife  Him  above,  ye  Heav'nly  Hoft, 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  PIoly  Gjiost. 

HYMN  LXXX. 

1  Tern  A  L  Power,  whofe  high  Abode 
jSjj  Becomes  the  Grandeur  of  a  God  , 
Infinite  Lengths  beyond  the  Bounds 
Where  Stars  revolve  their  little  Rounds  ; 

2  Thee  while  the  firft  Archangel  fings, 
He  hides  his  Face  behind  his  Wings, 
And  Ranks  of  fhining  Thrones  around 
Fall,  worftiping,  and  fpread  the  Ground. 

3  Lord,  what  fnall  Earth  and  Afhes  do  ? 
We  v/ould  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  Sin  and  Daft  to  Thee  we  cry. 
The  Great,  the  Pioly,  and  the  High  ! 

4  Earth  from  afar  has  heard  thy  Fame, 

And  Worm.s  have  learnt  to  lifp  thy  Name  : 

But  O  the  Glories  of  thy  mind 

Leave  ail  our  foaring  Thoughts  behind. 

5  GoD  is  in  Heaven,  and  Men  below. 

Be  fhort  our  Tunes  ;  our  Words  be  fe'w'j 
A  facrcd  P.evVence  checks  our  Songs, 
And  Praife  fits  filent  on  our  Tongues. 

HYMN  LXXXI. 

1  TJRAISE  ye  the  Lord  :  Tis  good  to  raifc 
X    Our  Hearts  and  Voices  in  his  Praife  : 
It  is  Nature  and  his  Works  invite, 
To  make  this  Duty  our  Delight. 

He 
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2  He  form'd  the  Stars,  thcfe  heav'niy  Flames 
He  counts  theh-  Numbers,  calls  their  Names 
His  Wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  Bound,  ^ 
A  Deep  where  all  our  Thoughts  are  drown'd. 

3  Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  Him  high, 
Who  Spreads  his  Clouds  around  the  Sky  $ 
There  he  prepares  the  Fruitful  Rain, 
Nor  lets  the  Drops  defcend  in  vain. 

4  He  makes  the  Grafs  the  Hills  adorn. 
And  cloaths  the  fmiling  Fields  with  Corn  : 
The  Beafts  with  Food  his  Hands  fupply. 
And  the  young  Ravens  when  they  cry. 

5  What  is  the  Creatures  Skill  or  Force, 
The  fprightly  Man  or  warlike  Horfe  ? 
The  piercing  Wit,  the  adlive  Limb  : 
All  are  too  mean  Delights  for  Him. 

6  But  Saints  are  lovely  in  his  Sight, 
He  views  his  Children  with  Delight; 

He  fees  their  Hope,  he  knows  their  Fear, 
And  Look,  and  loves  his  Image  there. 

7  Praife  God,  from  whom  all  BlefTmgs  flow  ; 
Praife  Him  all  Creatures  here  below, 
Praife  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  Hoft, 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost» 

HYMN  LXXXII. 

1  TJ  E  F  O  RE  Jehovah's  awful  Throne, 
jD  Ye  Nations  bov/  with  facred  Joy, 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  ; 

'  He  can  create,  and  He  deflroy. 

2  His  fovereign  Power  without  our  Aid, 
Made  us  of  Clay,  and  forra'd  us  Men  ; 
And  when  like  wand'ring  Sheep  we  ftray'd. 
He  brought  us  to  his  Fold  again. 

G  3  Well 
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3  We'll  crowd  thy  Gates  with  thankful  Songs,  • 
High  as  the  Heavens  our  Voices  raife  ; 

And  Earth  with  her  ten  thonfand  Tongues 
Shall  fill  thy  Courts  with  founding  Praife, 

4  Wide  as  the  World  is  thy  Command, 
Vaft  as  Eternity  thy  Love  : 

Firm  as  a  Rock  thy  Truth  muft  fland 
When  rolling  Years  fnallceafe  to  move. 

HYMN  LXXXIII. 

1  ^OD  of  my  Life,  whofe  gracious  Power, 

Thro'  various  Deaths  my  Soul  hath  led. 
Or  turn'd  afide  the  fatal  Hour, 
Or  lifted  up  ray  finking  Head. 

2  In  all  my  Ways,  thy  Hand  I  own. 
Thy  ruling  Providence  I  fee  : 

O  help  me  ftill  my  Courfe  to  run, 
And  Hill  diredl  my  Paths  to  Thee. 

3  Foolilh,  and  impotent,  and  blind. 
Lead  me  a  Way  I  have  not  known, 
Bring  me  where  I  my  Heaven  m.ay  find 
The  Heaven  of  loving  Thee  alone. 

4  Enlarge  my  Heart  to  make  Thee  Room, 
Enter,  and  in  me  ever  ftay  ; 

The  Crooked  Then  fhall  ftrait  become, 
The  Darknefs  lhall  bs  loil  in  Day. 

HYMN  LXXXIV. 

T  God,  my  God,  my  all  Thou  art 

\J}  EVe  ihines  the  Dawn  of  rifmg  Day, 
Thy  fovereign  Light  within  my  Heart, 
Thine  all  inlivening  Power  difplay. 

For 
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t  For  Thee  my  thirfty  Soul  does  pant. 
While  in  this  defert  Land  I  live  : 
And  hungry  as  I  am,  and  faint, 
Thy  Love  alone  can  Comfort  give. 

3  In  a  dry  Land  behold  I  place 

My  whole  Defire  on  Thee,  O  Lord  *. 
And  more  I  joy  to  gain  thy  Grace 
Than  all  Earth's  Treafures  can  afford, 

4  In  Hoiinefs  within  thy  Gates 

Of  old  oft  have  1  fought  for  Thee  : 
Again  my  longing  Spirit  waits 
That  Fulnefs  of  Delight  to  fee. 

3  More  dear  than  Life  itfe'Trhy  Love, 
My  Heart  and  Tongue  fli;.  1  Hill  employ. 
And  to  declare  thy  Praife  v'ill  prove 
My  Peace,  my  Glory,  and  my  Joy. 

6  In  bleffrng  Thee  with  grateful  Songs 
My  happy  Life  ihall  glide  away  ; 
The  Praife  that  to  thy  Name  belongs 
Hourly  with  lifted  Hands  I'll  pay. 

7  Abundant  Sweetncfs  while  I  fing 
Thy  Love  my  ravilh'd  Soul  o'erilovvs. 
Secure  in  Thee,  my  God  and  King, 
Of  Glory  that  no  Period  knows. 

5  Thy  Name,  O  Lord,  upon  my  Bed 
Dwells  on  my  Lips,  and  fires  my  Thought, 
With  trembling  Awe  in  midnight  Shade 

I  mufe  on  all  thine  Hands  have  wrought. 

9  In  alM  do  I  feel  thine  Aid  ; 
T^hercfore  thy  Greatjiefs  will  I  fmg, 
O  God,  who  bid'fi  my  Heart  be  glad 
Beneath  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wing. 

10  My  Soul  draws  nigh,  and  cleaves  to  Thee  ; 
Then  let  or  Earth  or  Hell  afiail. 

Thy  mighty  Hand  fiiaii  fet  me  free, 

For  whom  Thou  fav'il,  He  ne'er  ihall  fail. 
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HYMN  LXXXV. 

1  Thou  our  Hufoand,  Brother,  Friend^  . 
%^  Behold  a  Cloud  of  Incenfe  rife, 

The  Prayers  of  Saints  to  Heaven  afcend. 
Grateful  unceafing  Sacrifice. 

2  Regard  onr  Prayers  for  Sh-i's  Peace, 
Shed  in  onr  Hearts  thy  Love  abroad  ; 
Thy  Gifts  abundantly  increafe. 
Enlarge,  and  fill  us  all  with  God. 

3  Before  thy  Sheep,  great  Shepherd  go. 
And  guide  into  thy  peffedl  Will  ; 
Caufe  us  thy  hallovv'd  Name  to  know. 
The  Work  of  Faith  with  Pow'r  fulfil. 

4  Help  us  to  make  our  Calling  fure, 
O !  let  us  all  be  Saints  indeed. 
And  pure  as  God  himfelf  is  pure. 
Conformed  in  all  Things  to  our  Head. 

5  Take  the  dear  Purchafe  of  thy  Blood  ; 
Thy  Blood  fhall  wafli  us  white  as  Snow, 
Prefent  us  fandlify'd  to  God, 

And  perfedled  in  Love  below. 

6  That  Blood  which  cleanfes  from  all  Sin, 
That  efficacious  Blood  apply. 

And  wafh,  and  make  us  throughly  clean. 
And  change,  and  wholly  fandify. 

7  From  all  Iniquity  redeem, 

Cleanfe  by  the  Water  and  the  Word, 
And  free  from  ev'ry  Touch  of  Blame, 
And  make  the  Servants  as  their  Lord, 

8  Wafh  out  the  deep,  orig'nal  Stain, 
And  make  us  glorious  all  within, 
No  Wrinkle  on  our  Souls  remain, 
No  fmalleft  Spot  of  inbred  Sin. 

Then 
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9  Then  when  the  perfecl  Life  of  Love, 
The  Bride  and  all  her  Children  live. 
Come  down,  and  take  us  from  above, 
And  to  thy  Heaven  of  Heavens  receive. 

HYMN  LXXXVI. 

1  Q  T  A  Y,  thou  infulted  Spirit  ftay, 

O  Tho'  I  have  done  Thee  fuch  Defpite, 
Nor  cad  the  Sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlafting  Flight. 

2  Tho'  I  lave  mofl:  unfaithful  been, 
Of  all  who  e'er  thy  Grace  receiv'd, 
Ten  thoufand  Times  thy  Goodnefs  feen, 
Ten  thoufand  Times  thy  Goodnefs  griev'd. 

3  Yet  O  !  the  Chief  of  Sinners  fpare, 
In  Honour  of  my  Great  High-Priefr, 
Nor  in  thy  right'ous  Anger  fwear 

T'  exclude  me  from  thy  People's  Reft. 

4  If  yet  Thou  canft  my  Sins  forgive, 
From  Now,  O  Lord,  relieve  my  Woes  j 
Into  thy  Refl  of  Love  receive, 

And  blcfs  me  with  the  calm  Repofe. 

5  From  Now  my  weary  Soul  releafe, 
Up-raife  me  with  thy  grac'ous  Hand, 
And  guide  into  thy  perleft  Peace, 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  Land. 

HYMN  LXXXVIL 

I  T  TE  comes,  he  comes,  the  Judge  fevere, 
JL  X  The  feventh  Trumpet  fpeaks  Him  near, 
His  Lightnings  fiafh,  his  Thunders  roll. 
How  welcome  to  the  faithful  Soul. 


From 
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T  From  Heaven  angelic  Voices  found. 
See  trie  Almighty  Jesus  crown'd, 
Girt  with  Cmnipotencc  and  Grace, 
i\nd  Glory  decks  the  Saviour's  Face. 

3  Decending  on  his  azure  Throne, 
He'claims  the  Kingdoms  for  nis  own ; 

,  The  Kingdoms  all  obey  his  Word, 
And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord. 

4  Shout  all  the  People  of  the  Sl:v, 
And  all  the  Saint,  of  the  C-Acii  High, 
Our  LoaD,  who  now  his  Right  obtains^ 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  reigUiS. 

H  Y  M  N  LXXXVIII. 

1  A  R  M  of  the  Lord,  awake,  -awake  !  ' 
Jl\.  Thin  -  own  immortal  S.rength  put  on 
With  Terror  cloath'd,  tlic  Nations  (hake,  . 
And  calt  thv  foes  v/ith  i'ury  oown. 

Arife,  as  in  the  antient  Days, 
The  facrcd  Anrials  fpeak  thy  Fame  : 
Ee  now  Oiimipotently  near 
1  o  endlefs  Ages  ftill  the  fame, 

2  Thy  tenfold  Vengeance  knew  to  quell,  . 
And  hainble.  haughty  Rahab  s  Pride, 
Groan'd  her  ;-;ile  Sons  thy  Stroke  to  feel,  . 
The  frft-born  Victims  groan'd  and  dy'd.! 
The  wounded  Dragon  ragM  in  vain 
V7hile  bold  thi'-.e  utmcil  Plague  to  brave,  . 
Madly  he  dar'd  the  parted  MaiTi, 

And'  funk  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  "Vv^ave. 

3  He  funk  ;  while  J/raer^  chofen  Race 
Triumphant  urge  their  wond'rous  Way  ; 
Divinely  led  the  Fav'rites  pafs 

Th'  unw:at'ry  Deep  and  empty'd  Sea 
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At  Diilance  heap'd  on  either  Hand, 
Yielced  a  llrange  unbeafen  Road, 
In  chry  liai  Vv^ciis  thf  VVaters  {land. 
And  own  the  Ann  oi'jjfaeri  God. 

4  That  Arm  which  is  not  Ihortn'd  now, 
Which  'vants  not  now  the  Power  to  fave  j 
Still  prciLr.c  with  thy  i^eople  Thou 
Bear  il  chem  thro'  Life's  diiparted  Wave, 
By  Earth  ..nd  Hell  purfu'd  in  vain. 
To  Thee  the  ranionri'd  Seed  lhall  come. 
Shouting  their  heavenly  S^on  g^^n, 
And  pals  thro'  Death  triumphant  home, 

^  The  Pain  of  Life  fliall  tnere  be  o'er. 
The  Anguifh,  and  dillraciing  Care, 
There,  Sighs  and  Griefs  ihali  be  no  more, 
And  Sin  lhall  never  enter  there. 
Where  pure  eflendal  Joy  is  found, 
The  Lord's  Redeemed  their  Heads  lhall raife. 
With  everlaliing  Gladnefs  crown'd. 
And  £ird  with  Love,  and  loll  in  Praife. 

HYMN  LXXXIX. 

I  T  TE  dies,  the  heavenly  Lover  dies,  • 
JTX  The  Tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  Sound 
On  my  poor  Heart-llrings  :  deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  Caverns  of  the  Ground. 
Come  Saints,  and  drop  a  Tear  or  two. 
On  the  dear  Bofom  of  your  God  ; 
He  fhed  a  thoufand  Drops  for  you 
A  thoufand  Drops  of  richer  Blood. 

z  Here's  Love  and  Grief  beyond  Degree, 
The  Lord  of  Glory  dies  for  Men! 
Bat  la-,  Vv'hat  fudden  Joys  I  fee  ! 
Jesus  the  Dead  revies  again. 


The 
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The  rifing  God  forfakes  the  Tomb, 
Up  to  his  Fa  ther's  Court  He  flies ; 
Cherubic  Legions  guard  him  home. 
And  fhout  Him  welcome  to  the  Skies. 

3  Break  off  you  Tears,  ye  Saints,  and  tell 
Hov/  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns  ; 
Sing  how  He  Ipoil'd  the  Hofts  of  Hell, 
And  led  the  Monfter  Death  in  Chains. 
Say,  Live  for  ever,  wond'rous  King  ! 
Born  to  redeem  and  llrong  to  fave  ! 
Then  afl'.  the  Monfter,  Where's  his  Sting  ? 
Afid  Where's  thy  VidVry  boafting  Grave  ? 

H  Y  M  N  XC. 

1  TT  THEN  fhall  thy  lovely  Face  be  feen  ? 
VV   When  ihall  our  Eyes  behold  our  God  ? 

"What  Lengths  of  Diftance  lye  between  } 
And  Hills  of  Guilt  ?  A  heavy  Load  ! 

2  Ye  heav'nly  Gates,  loofe  all  yoar  Chains, 
Let  the  Eternal  Pillars  bow, 

BJell  Saviour,  cleave  the  ftarry  Plains 
And  make  the  cryftal  Mountains  flow. 

3  Hark  !  how  thy  Saints  unite  their  Cries, 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  Doom  ; 
Come  Thou  !  the  Soul  of  all  our  Joys 
Thou,  the  Defire  of  Nations,  come  ! 

4  Our  Heart-flrings  groan  with  deep  Complaint, 
Our  Flefli  lies  panting.  Lord,  for  Thee  ; 
And  every  Limb  and  every  Joint 
Stretches  for  Immortality. 

5  Now  let  our  chearful  Eyes  furvey 
The  blazing  Earth  and  melting  Hills  } 
And  fmile  to  fee  the  Lightnings  play. 
And  fiafh  along  before  thy  Wheels. 

Hark 
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6  Hark  !  what  a  Shout  of  violent  Joys 
Joins  with  the  mighty  Trumpet's  Sound  I 
The  Angel  Herald  fliakes  the  Skies, 
Awakes  the  Graves  and  tears  the  Ground. 

7  Ye  flumb'ring  Saints,  a  heavenly  Hoft, 
Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  Tombs; 
Let  ev*ry  facred,  fleeping  Dolt 

Leap  into  Life;  for  Jesus  comes. 

S  Jesus,  the  God  of  Might  and  Love, 
New  moulds  our  Limbs  of  cumb'rous  Clay, 
Quick  as  feraphick  Flames  we  move, 
To  reign  with  Him  in  cndlefs  Day. 

HYMN  XCI. 

1  A^UR  Lord  is  rifen  from  the  Dead, 

Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high. 
The  Powers  of  Hell  are  captive  led, 
Drag'd  to  the  Portals  of  the  Sky. 

2  There  his  triumphal  Chariot  waits. 
And  Angels  chaunt  the  folemn  Lay, 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  heavenly  Gates, 
Ye  everlalling  Doors  give  way. 

3  Loofe  all  your  Bars  of  malTy  Light, 
And  wide  unfold  th'etherial  Scene  ; 
He  claims  thefe  Manfions  as  his  Right, 
Receive  the  King  of  Glory  in. 

4  Who  is  this  King  of  Glory,  who  ? 
The  Lord  that  all  his  Foes  overcame, 

The  World,  Sin,  Death,  and  Hell  overthrew : 
And  Jesus  is  the  Conqueror's  Name, 

5  Lo  !  his  Triumphal  Chariot  waits. 
And  Angels  chaunt  the  folemn  Lay, 
Lift  up  your  {  jeads,  yc  heavenly  Gates, 
Ye  everlafting  Doors  give  way. 

H  Who 
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6  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory,  \\'ho  ? 
The  Lord  of  glorious  Power  pofleft, 
1'he  King  of  Saints  and  Angels  too, 
God  over  all,  for  ever  bleft. 


HYMN  XCII. 

I  WJ  H  E  N  T  furvey  the  wond'rous  Crofs, 
W   On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  dy'd. 
My  richeft  Gain  I  count  but  Lois, 
And  pour  Contempt  on  all  my  Pride. 
Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  fliould  boaft. 
Save  in  the  Death  of  Christ,  my  God  : 
All  the  vain  7  hings  that  charm  me  moll, 
I  facrifice  them  to  his  Blood. 

8  See  from  his  Head,  his  Hands,  his  Feet, 
Sorrow  and  Love,  flow  mingled  down. 
Did  e're  fuch  Love  and  Sorrow  meet. 
Or  Thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  Crown. 
Were  the  whole  Realm  of  Nature  mine. 
That  were  a  Prefent  far  too  fmall  ; 
Love  fo  amazing  fo  divine 
Demand  my  Soul,  my  Life,  my  All. 

j^--  Thy  Sacrifice  without  the  Gate, 
Once  offer'd  up  we  call  to  mind, 
And  humbly  at  thy  Altar  wait. 
Our  Intereft  in  thy  Death  to  find, 
We  thirfl:  to  drink  thy  precious  Blood 
We  languiih  in  thy  Wounds  to  reft. 
And  hunger  for  Immortal  Food, 
And  long,  on  nil  thy  Love  to  fealL 

4  Oh  that  we  now  thy  Flefh  may  eat 
It's  Virtues  really  receive, 
Impower'd  by  this  Immortal  Meat, 
The  Life  of  Holinefs  to  Live  : 


Partakers 
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Partakers  of  thy  Sacrifice, 
Gh  may  we  all  thy  Nature  fhare 
Till  to  the  Holieft  Place  we  riie 
And  keep  the  Feaft  for  ever  there. 

HYMN  XCIII. 

T    \U  lovely  Appearance  of  Death, 
jt\.  No  Sight  upon  Earth* is  fo  fair  ? 
Not  all  the  gay  Pageants  that  breathe 
Can  with  a  dead  Body  compare. 
With  folemn  Delight  I  furvey 
The  Corpfe  when  the  Spirit  is  fiedj 
In  love  with  the  beautiful  Clay, 
And  longing  to  lie  in  its  Stead. 

2  How  blefl:  is  our  Brother,  bereft 
Of  all  that  could  burthen  his  Mind, 
How  eafy  the  Soul  that  hath  left 
This  wearifome  Body  behind  ! 

Of  Evil  incapable  thou, 

Whofe  Relicks  with  Envy  I  fee,  * 

No  longer  in  Mifery  now. 

No  longer  a  Sinner  like  me. 

3  This  Earth  is  affefted  no  more 
With  Sicknefs,  or  fliaken  with  Pain, 
The  War  in  the  Members  is  o'er. 
And  never  lhall  vex  him  again  : 

No  Anger  henceforward,  or  Shame, 
Shall  redden  this  innocent  Clay, 
Extind  is  the  animal  Flame, 
And  PalTion  is  vanilh'd  away» 

4.  The  languifhing  Head  is  at  rell. 
Its  Thinking  and  Aching  are  o'er. 
The  quiet  immoveable  Breaft 
I-s  hsav'd  by  afiiiclion  no  more  : 

ThQ 
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The  Heart  Is  no  longer  the  Seaf 
Of  Trouble,  and  torturing  Pain  : 
It  ceafes  to  flutter  and  beat, 
It  never  fhall  flutter  again. 

5  The  Lids  he  fo  feldom  eould  c!of«, . 
By  Sorrow  forbidden  to  fleep, 
SealM  up  in  eternal  Repofe, 
Have  flraiigely  forgotten  to  weep  i 
The  Fountains  can  yield  no  Supplies, 
Thefe  Hollows  from  Water  are  free, 
The  Tears  are  all  wipM  from  thcfe  Eyev 
And  Evil  they  never  fliall  fee. 

6  To  mourn,  and  to  fuffer,  is  mine, 
While  bound  in  a  Prifon  I  breathe. 
And  ftill  for  Deliverance  pine, 
And  prefs  to  the  Ifiues  of  Death  : 
What  now  with  my  Tears  I  bedew, 
O  might  I  this  Moment  become. 
My  Spirit  created  a-new. 

My  Flefn  be  confign'd  to  the  Tomb. 


HYMN  xciv. 

1  A  WAY  with  our  Sorrow  and  Fear  ? 

We  foon  fnall  recover  our  Home  ; 
The  City  of  Saints  ft\all  appear, 
Tlie  Day  of  Eternity  come  : 
From  earth  we  fi^all  quickly  remove. 
And  mount  to  our  native  Abodes, 
The  Houfe  of  our  Father  above. 
The  Palace  of  Angels  and  God. 

2  Our  Mourning  is  all  at  an  End, 
When  rais'd  by  the  Life-giving  Word, 
We  fee  the  New  Ciry  defcend, 
Adorn'd  as  a  Bride  for  her  Lord  ; 


The 


r  89  ] 


The  Cky  fo  holy  and  dean 
No  Sorrow  can  breathe  in  the  Air;,- 
No  Gloom  of  Afflidion  or  Sin, 
No  Shadow  of  Evil  is  there. 

3  By  Faith  we  already  behold 
Tliat  lovely  yerujalcm  here  ! 

Her  Walls  are  of  Jafper  and  Gold, 
As  Chryftal  her  Buildings  are  clear  : 
Immoveably  founded  in  Grace 
She  ftands,  as  (he  ever  hath  flood,  J 
And  brightly  her  Builder  difplayf. 
And  flames  with  the  Glory  of  God,  ■ 

4  No  Need  of  the  Sun  in  that  Day 
Which  never  is  followed  by  Night, 
Where  Jesus's  Beauties  difplay 

A  pure  and  a  permanent  Light  : 
The  Lamb  is  their  Light  and  their  Sun^ 
And  lo  !  by  Reflexion  they  fhine. 
With  Jesus  ineffably  One, 
And  bright  in  EiFuigence  divine. 

5  The  Saints  in  his  Prefence  receive 
Their  great  and  eternal  Reward, 
In  Jesus,  in  Heaven  they  live. 

They  reign  in  the  Smile  of  their  Lord: 
The  Flame  of  angelical  Love 
Is  kindled  at  Jesus*s  Face, 
And  all  the  Enjoyment  above, 
Confifts  in  the  Rapturous  Gaze, 

HYMN  XCV. 

1  ^  1"^  H  E  fpacious  Firmament  on  high> 
X    Vv'ith  all  the  blue,  etherial  Sky, 
And  fpangled  Heavens  a  fhining  Framc^ 
Their  Great  Original  proclaim, 

H  3 
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The  unwearied  Sun,  from  Day  to  Day, 
Does  his  Creator's  Power  difplay  : 
And  publifhes  to  every  Land 
The  Work  of  an  Almighty  Hand. 

2  Soon  as  the  Evening  Shades  prevail, 
The  Moon  takes  up  the  wond'rous  Tale, 
And  Nightly  to  the  liftning  Earth, 
Repeats  the  Story  of  her  Birth, 
Whild  all  the  Stars  that  round  her  burn. 
And  all  the  Planets  in  their  Turn, 
Confirm  the  Tidings  as  they  rowl. 

And  fprcad  the  Truth  from  Pole  to  Pole, 

3  What  tho'  in  folemn  Silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreflrial  Ball. 
What  tho'  no  real  Voice  nor  Sound 
Amid  their  radient  Orbs  be  found. 
In  Reafon's  Ear  they  all  rejoice. 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  Voice, 
For  ever  fmging  as  they  fhine, 

The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divine. 


HYMN  XCVI. 

3      ^'T^HOU,  Jesu,  art  our  King, 

Thy  ceafelefs  Praife  we  fmg  : 
Praife  fhall  our  glad  Tongue  employ, 

Praife  overflow  our  grateful  Soul, 
While  we  vital  Breath  enjoy. 
While  eternal  Ages  roll. 

2         Thou  art  rh'  eternal  Light, 

Thou  fhin'ft  in  deepeft  Night. 
WondVing  gaz'd  th'  angelic  Train, 

While  Thou  bowd'ft  the  Heavens  beneath, 
God  with  G'od  wert  Man  with  Man, 
Man  to  fave  from  endlefs  Death. 


Thou  ' 
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3  Thou  for  our  Pain  didll  mourn. 
Thou  haft  our  Sicknefs  born  : 

All  our  Sins  on  Thee  were  laid  ; 

Thou  with  unexampled  Grace 
All  the  mighty  J^ebt  haft  paid 

Due  from  Adarn'i  helplefs  Race. 

4  Enthron'd  above  yon  Sky 

Thou  reign'ft  with  God  moft  high. 
Proftrate  at  thy  Feet  we  fall  : 

Power  Supreme  to  Thee  is  given  ; 
Thee,  the  righteous  Judge  of  ali, 

Sons  of  Earth>  and  Hofts  of  Heaven. 

5  Cherubs  with  Seraphs  join. 
And  in  thy  Praife  combine : 

All  their  Choirs  thy  Glories  fing  : 
Who  ftiall  dare  with  Thee  to  vie  ? 

Mighty  Lord,  eternal  King, 

Sovereign  both  of  Earth  and  Sky  ! 

6  Wide  Earth's  remoteft  Bound 
Full  of  thy  Praife  is  found  : 

And  all  Heaven's  eternal  Bay 
With  thy  ftreaming  Glory  ftamcs: 

All  thy  Foes  fhall  melt  away 
From  th'  infufFerable  Beam.?. 

7  O  Lord,  O  God  of  Love  ! 
Let  us  thy  Mercy  piove  ! 

King  of  all,  with  pitying  Eye 

Mark  the  Toil,  the  Pains  we  feel  : 

'Midft  the  Snares  of  Death  we  lie, 
'Midft  the  banded  Powers  of  Hell. 

%         Arife,  ftir  up  thy  Power, 

Thou  deathlefs  Conqueror  : 
Help  us  to  obtain  the  Prize, 

Help  us  well  to  clofe  our  Race  j 
That  with  Thee  above  the  Skiea 
Eiidle.'s  Joy  wc  m.ay  poffefs. 

K  Y  M  N 
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HYMN  XCVII. 

ARISE,  my  Soul,  arife. 
Thy  Saviour's  Sacrifice  ! 
All  the  Names  that  Love  could  find. 

All  the  Forms  that  Love  could  take, 
Jesus  in  himfelf  has  join'd, 
Thee,  my  Soul,  his  own  to  make. 

Equal  with  God  Moft  High, 
He  laid  his  Glory  by  : 
He,  th'  eternal  God  was  born, 

Man  with  Men  he  deign'd  t'  appear, 
Obje^l  of  his  Creature's  Scorn, 
Pleas'd  a  Servants  Form  to  wear. 

Hail,  everlaRing  Lord, 
Divine,  Incarnate  J/Ford  f 
Thee  let  all  my  Powers  confefs, 

Thee  my  lateft  Breath  proclaim  ; 
Help,  ye  Angel  Choirs,  to  blefs. 
Shout  the  lov'd  Lmmanval's  Name. 

Fruit  of  a  Virgin's  Womb, 
The  promis'd  Bleffing's  come  ; 
Christ  the  Father's  Hope  of  old, 

Christ  the  Wo7nan\  conqu'ring 
Christ  the  Saviour  !  long  foretold. 
Born  to  bruife  the  Serpent's  Head. 

Refulgent  from  afar 
See  the  bright  Mornifig-Stnr  I 
See  the  Day-/prif!g  from  on  high. 
Late  in  deepeil  Darknefs  rife. 
Night  recedes,  the  Shadows  fly. 

Flame  with  Day  the  opening  Skies  \ 

Our  Eyes  on  Earth  furvey 
The  dazzling  Shuhinab  ! 
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Bright,  in  endlefs  Glory  bright. 
Now  in  Flefh  He  ftoops  to  dwell, 

God  of  God,  and  Light  of  Light, 
Image  of  th'  Invifible. 

7         He  fhines  on  Earth  adored. 
The  Prefence  of  the  Lord  : 
God  the  mighty  God  and  true, 

God  by  higheft  Heaven  confeft. 
Stands  difplay'd  to  mortal  View, 
God  fupreme,  for  ever  bleft. 

%         Jesu,  to  Thee  I  bow 

Th'  Almighty's  FcUozv  Thou  ! 
Thou,  the  Father's  only  Son  ; 

Pleas'd  He  ever  is  in  Thee, 
Juft  and  Holy  Thou  alone. 

Full  of  Grace  and  Truth  for  Me. 

9  High  above  every  Name, 
Jesus,  the  great  /  AM  ! 

Bows  to  JEWS  every  Knee, 

Things  in  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  Hell, 
Saints  adore  Him,  Daemons  flee. 

Fiends,  and  Men,  and  Angels  feeh 

10  He  left  his  Throne  above. 
Emptied  of  all  but  Love  : 

Whom  the  Heavens  cannot  contain 
God  vouchfaf'd  a  Worm  t'  appear. 

Lord  of  Glory,  So7i  of  Man, 
Poor,  and  vile,  and  abje6t  here. 

1 1  His  own  on  Earth  He  fought. 
His  own  received  Him  not  : 

Him,  a  Sign  by  all  blafphem'd 

Outcaft  and  defpis'd  of  Men, 
Him  they  all  a  Madman  deem'd. 

Bold  to  fcolF  the  Nazarene, 

1 2  Hail,  Qnlilean  King  ! 
Thy  humble  State  I  fing  f 

Never 
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Never  fnall  my  Triumphs  end, 

Hail,  derided  ?.1aiefty  ! 
Jesus,  hail  !  the  Sinner's  Friend, 

friend  of  Pub/icans — and  me  ! 

1 3  Thine  Eye  obferv'd  my  Pain, 
Thou  good  Samaritan  ! 

Spoil'd  1  lay,  and  bruis'd  by  Sin, 
Gafp'd  my  faint  expiring  Soul, 

Wine  and  Oil  thy  Love  pour'd  in, 

Clos'd  my  Wounds,  and  made  me  whole. 

14  Hail,  the  Life-giving  Lord, 
Divine,  engrafted  Word, 

Thee  the  Life  my  Soul  has  found. 
Thee  the  RefurreSiion  prov'd  : 

Dead  I  heard  the  quick'ning  Soand, 
Own'd  the  Voice,  Believ'd,  and  Lov'd, 

1 5  With  Thee  gone  up  on  high* 
I  live,  no  more  to  die  : 

Fir  (I  and  Lt^f,  1  feel  Thee  now, 

Witnefs  of  thy  empty  Tomb, 
Alpha  and  Omega  Thou 

Wafl,  and  art,  and  art  to  come  ! 

HYMN  xcviir: 

1  T*  E  T  Heaven  and  earth  agree 

The  Fatlier's  Praife  to  fmg. 
Who  draws  us  to  the  Son,  that  He. 
May  us  to  Glory  bring. 

2  Honour  and  endlefs  Love 
Let  God  the  Son  receive, 

Who  faves  us  here,  and  prays  above, 
That  we  with  Him  may  live. 

3  Ee  everlafting  Praife 

To  God  the  Spirit  given. 
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Who  now  atteils  us  Sons  of  Grace, 
And  feals  us  Heirs  of  Heaven. 

^         Drawn,  and  redeem'd,  and  feal'd. 
We'll  fing  the  One  and  Three, 
JWith  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  fiU'd 
To  all  Eternity. 

HYMN  XCIX. 

1  'T^HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

X    His  Throne  is  built  on  iligh ; 
The  Garments  he  afumes 
Are  Light  and  Majefty, 
His  Glories  fhine  with  Beams  fo  bright, 
No  mortal  Eye  can  bear  the  Sight. 

2  The  Thunders  of  his  Hand 

Keep  the  wide  World  in  awe  ; 
His  Wrath  and  Juftice  ftand 
To  guard  his  holy  Law  : 
And  where  his  Love  refolves  to  blefs. 
His  Truth  coufirms  and  feals  the  Grace. 

3  Thro'  all  h's  mighty  Works, 

Amazing  Wifdom  fnines ; 
Confounds  the  Powers  of  Hell, 

And  breaks  their  dark  Defigns. 
Strong  is  his  Arm,  and  fhall  fulfil 
His  great  Decrees  and  fovereign  Will. 

4  And  can  this  Sovereign  King 

Of  Glory  condefcend, 
And  will  he  write  his  Name, 
My  Father  and  my  Friend  ! 
•  I  love  his  Name,  I  love  his  Word, 
join  all  my  Powers  to  praife  the  Lord  I 


HY  M  N 
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HYMN  C. 


flOU  God  of  Truth  and  L© 


X     We  feek  thy  per  fed  Way, 
Ready  the  Choice  t'  approve, 
Thy  Providence  t'  obey, 
Enter  into  thy  wife  Defign, 
And  fweetly  lofe  our  Will  in  Thine. , 

Why  haft  Thou  caft  our  Lot 

In  the  fame  Age  and  Place, 
Or  why  together  brought 
To  fee  each  other's  Face, 
To  join  with  fofteft  Sympathy, 
And  mix  our  friendly  Souls  in  Thee  ? 

Didft  Thou  not  make  us  one. 

That  both  might  one  remain 
Together  travel  on, 

And  bear  each  other's  Pain, 
Till  both  thine  utnioH  Goodnefs  prove, 
And  rife  renew'd  in  perfed  Love. 

Surely  Thou  didfl:  unite 

Our  kindred  Spirits  here. 
That  both  hereafter  might 
Before  thy  Throne  appear. 
Meet  at  the  Marriage  of  the  Lamb, 
And  all  thy  glorious  Love  proclaim. 

Then  let  us  ever  bear 

The  blefled  End  in  view. 
And  join  witli  mutual  Care 
To  fight  our  Paffage  thro'. 
And  kindly  help  each  other  on, 
Till  both  receive  the  ftarry  Crown. 

O  might  thy  Spirit  feal 
Our  Souls  unto  that  Day, 
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With  all  thy  Fulnefs  fill, 
And  then  tranfport  av/ay. 
Away  to  our  eternal  RclT:, 
Away  to  our  Redeemer's  Breaft. 

7        There,  only  tli«re  we  fliall 
Fulfil  thy  great  Defign, 
And  in  thy  Praife  with  all 
Our  elder  Brethren  join, 
And  hymn  in  Songs  which  never  end 
Our  heavenly  everiafting  Friend. 

HYMN  CI. 

1  EJOICE,  the  Lord  is  King  I 
X\.  Your  Lord  and  King  adore. 
Mortals,  give  Thanks  and  fing. 

And  triumph  evermore  : 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  life  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

2  Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  God  of  Truth  and  Love, 
When  He  had  purg'd  our  Stains, 

He  took  His  Seat  above  : 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

3  His  Kingdom  cannot  fail. 

He  rules  o'er  Earth  and  Heaven, 
The  Keys  of  Death  and  Hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  given  : 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay.  Rejoice. 

He  fits  at  God's  Right-hand, 
Till  all  his  Foes  fubmit. 

And  bow  to  his  command. 
And  fall  beneath  his  Feet. 


I 
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Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voic^, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

5  He  all  his  Foes  fhall  quell, 

Shall  all  our  Sins  deftroy. 
And  every  Bofom  fvvell 

With  pure  Seraphick  Joy  ; 
Lift  up  your  Hearty  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

6  Rejoice,  in  Glorious  Hope, 

Jesus  the  Judge  fhall  come-j 
And  take  his  Servants  up 

To  their  Eternal  Home  : 
We  foon  fhall  hear  th'  Archangel's  Voice, 
X^e  Trump  of  God  fhall  found,  Rejoice. 

H  Y  M  N  CIL 

I      TT^  A  TH  E  R  Son,  and  Holy  Ghosf, 
j_    One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
As  by  the  celellial  Hofl:, 
Let  thy  Will  on  Earth  be  done  : 
Praife  by  all  to  Thee  be  given, 
Glorious  Lord  of  Earth  and  Heaven. 

J     If  fo  poor  a  Worm  as  I 

May  to  thy  great  Glory  live. 

All  my  Attions  fandtify 

All  my  Words,  and  Thoughts  receive: 

Claim  me  for  thy  Service,  claim 

All  I  have,  and  all  I  am. 

3     Take  my  Soul  and  Body's  Powers 
Take  my  MemVy,  Mind  and  Will, 
All  my  Goods,  and  all  my  Hours, 
All  I  know,  and  all  I  feel, 
All  I  think,  and  fpeak,  and  do  ; 
Take  my  Heart— but  make  it  New. 


Father- 
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'/fi    Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
As  by  the  celeftial  Holl, 
Let  thy  Will  on  Earth  be  done : 
Praife  by  all  to  Thee  be  given, 
Glorious  Lord  of" Earth  and  Heaven. 

HYMN  cm. 

f        /^O  ME,  let  us  afcend. 

My  Companion,  and  Friend, 
To  a  Taile  of  the  Banquet  above  : 
If  thy  Heart  be  as  mine. 
If  for  Jesus  it  pine, 
Come  up  into  the  Chariot  of  Love. 

a         Who  in  Jesus  confide. 

We  are  bold  to  out-ride 
The  Storms  of  Afiliftion  beneath. 

With  the  Prophet  we  foar 

To  that  heavenly  Shore, 
And  outfly  all  the  Arrowi  of  Death. 

3  By  Faith  we  are  come 
To  our  permanent  Home, 

By  Hope  we  the  Rapture  improve. 
By  Love  we  iUU  rife, 
And  look  down  on  the  Skies  ; 

For  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  is  Love, 

4  Who  on  Earth  can  conceive. 
How  happy  we  live 

In  the  City  of  Gjd  the  great  King  ! 
What  a  Concert  of  Praiie 
When  our  Jesus's  Grace 

The  whole  heavenly  Company  fing  ? 

5  What  a  rapturous  Song, 
When  the  glorified  Throng 


In  the  Spirit  of  Harmony  join  I 
Join  all  the  glad  Quires 
Hearts,  Voices  and  Lyres, 

And  the  Burthen  is  Mercy  Divine  ! 

6  Hallelujah  they  cry 

To  the  King  of  the  Sky,  • 
Te  the  great  everlalling  I  AM, 

To  t\it  Lamb  that  was  flain. 

And  liveth  again, 
Hallelujah  (o  God,  and  the  Lamb  ! 

7  The  Lamb  on  the  Throne 
Lo  f  He  dwells  with  his  own, 

And  to  Rivers  of  Pleafure  He  leads. 
With  his  Mercy's  full  Blaze, 
With  the  Sight  of  his  Face, 

Our  Ber.tiSed  Spirits  He  feeds. 

8  Our  Foreheads  proclaim 
His  ineffable  Name, 

Our  Bodies  his  Glory  difplay^ 
A  Day  without  Night 
We  feaft  in  his  Sight, 

And  Eternity  feems  as  a  Day  ! 


HYMN  CIV. 

1  H  E  E,  Jesu,  Thee  the  Sinner's  Friend^ 
J[     I  follow  on  to  apprehend. 

Renew  the  glorious  Strife, 
Divinely  confident  and  bold. 
With  Faith's  firong  Arm  on  Thee  lay  hold, 

Thee,  my  eternal  Life. 

2  Tell  me,  O  Lord,  if  Thine  I  am, 
Tell  me  thy  new,  myfterious  Name, 

Or  Thou  fnalt  never  move  : 
No,  never  will  I  let  Thee  go, 
'Till  I  thy  Name  thy  Nature  know. 

And  feel  that  God  is  Love. 

I  feci 
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3  I  feel  that  I  have  Power  with  Gen, 
Thou  only  haft  the  Power  bellow'd. 

And  arm'd  me  for  the  Fight  : 
A  Prince  thro'  Thee  invincible, 
I  pray,  and  wreftle,  and  prevail. 

And  conquer  in  thy  Might. 

4  Thy  Heart,  I  know,  thy  tender  Heart 
Doth  in  my  Sorrows  feel  its  Fart, 

And  at  my  Tears  relent, 
My  powerful  Sighs  1  hou  canft  not  bear^ 
Nor  ftand  the  Violence  of  my  Prayer, 

My  Prayer  Omnipotent. 

5  Give  me  the  Grace,  the  Love  I  claim^ 
Thy  Spirit  now  demands  thy  Name, 

Thou  know'ft  the  Spirit's  Will, 
He  helps  my  Soul's  Infirmity, 
And  ftrongly  intercedes  for  me 

With  Groans  unfpeakable. 

6  Anfvver,  dear  Lord,  thy  Spirit's  Groan, 
O  make  to  me  thy  Nature  known, 

Thy  hidden  Name  impart, 
(Thy  Title  is  with  Thee  the  fame) 
Tell  me  thy  Nature  and  thy  Name, 

And  write  it  on  my  Heart. 

7  Prifoner  of  Hope,  to  Thee  I  turn. 
And  calmly  confident  I  mourn. 

And  pray,  and  weep  for  Thee  : 
Tell  me  thy  Love,  thy  Secret  tel)> 
Thy  myftic  Name  in  me  reveal. 

Reveal  Thyfelf  in  me. 

8  Defcend,  pafs  by  me,  and  proclaim, 

O  Lord  of  Hofls,  thy  glorious  Name^, 

The  Lord,  the  gracious  Lord, 
Long-fulfering,  merciful  and  kind, 
The  God  who  always  bears  in  Mind 
His  evcrlafting  W ord. 


Plenteoui 
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^    Plenteous  He  is  in  Truth  and  Grace, 
He  wills  that  all  the  fallen  Race 

Should  turn,  repent,  and  live  ; 
His  pard'ning  Grace  for  All  is  free, 
Tranfgreflion,  Sin,  Iniquity, 
He  freely  doth  forgive. 

50  Mercy  He  doth  for  Thoufands  keep. 
He  goes,  and  feeks  the  one  loft  Sheep, 

And  brings  his  Wanderer  Home  ; 
And  every  Soul  that  Sheep  might  be  :— > 
Come  then,  dear  Lord,  and  gather  me. 
My  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

1 1  Take  me  into  thy  People's  Reft, 
O  come,  and  with  my  fole  Requeft, 

My  one  Defire  comply, 
Make  me  Partaker  of  my  Hope, 
Then  bid  me  get  me  quickly  up, 
^nd  on  thy  Bofom  die. 

HYMN  cv. 

5  Love  Divine,  how  fweetThou  art? 

\J  When  ihall  I  find  my  wiliing  Heart 

All  taken  up  by  Thee  ! 
I  thirft,  and  faint,  and  die  to  prove. 
The  Grcatnefs  of  Redeeming  Love, 
The  Love  of  Christ  to  me. 

2  Stronger  his  Love  than  Death  or  Hell ; 
Its  Riches  are  Unfearchable  ; 

The  firft  born  Sons  of  Light 
Defire  in  vain  its  Depth  to  Ice, 
They  cannot  reach  the  Myftery, 

The  Length,  and  Breadth,  and  Height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  Love  of  God 
O  that  it  now  was  fhed  abroad 

in  this  poor  ftony  Heart  f 


For 
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For  Love  I  figh,  for  Love  I  pine  : 
This  only  Poition,  Lors.D,  be  mine. 
Be  mine  this  Better  Part. 

4  O  that  I  could  for  ever  fit, 
With  Mary  at  the  Mafter's  Feet  ! 

Be  This  my  happy  Choice, 
My  only  Care,  Delight,  and  Blifs, 
IVly  Joy,  my  Heaven  on  Earth  be  This 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  Voice. 

5  O  that  with  humbled  Peter  I 

Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply 

My  Faithfulnefs  to  prove, 
Thoa  knowft  (for  All  to  Thee  is  known) 
Thou  knowft,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone. 

Thou  knowfl  that  Thee  I  love. 

5  O  that  I  could  with  favour'd  Jchn 
Recline  my  weary  Head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  Bread  ! 
From  Care,  and  Sin,  and  Sorrow  free 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 
My  Everlafting  Rell. 

7  Thy  only  Love  do  I  require. 
Nothing  in  Earth  beneath  defire. 

Nothing  in  Heaven  above  ; 
Let  Earth,  and  Heaven,  and  all  Things  go. 
Give  me  thy  only  Love  to  know. 

Give  me  thy  only  Love. 

HYMN  cvi, 

1  'TpHOU  God  of  glorious  Majefty, 
X  To  Thee  againft  Myfclf,  to  Tkes 
-    A  Worm  of  Earth  I  cry, 
An  half  avvaken'd  Child  of  Man, 
An  Heir  of  endlefs  Blifs  or  Pain, 
A  Sinner  born  to  die. 
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2  Lo  !  on  a  narrow  Neck  of  Land, 
'Tvvixt  two  unbounded  Seas  I  ftand 

Secure,  infenfible  : 
A  Point  of  Life,  a  Moment's  Space 
Removes  me  to  that  Heavenly  Place, 

Or  fhuts  me  up  in  Hell. 

3  O  God,  mine  inmoft  Soul  convert. 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  Heart 

Eternal  Things  imprefs. 
Give  me  to  feel  their  folemn  Weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  Brink  of  Fate, 

And  wake  to  Righteoufnefs. 

4  Before  me  place  in  dread  Array 
The  Pomp  of  that  tremendous  Day, 

When  Thou  with  Clouds  fhalt  come  ■ 
To  judge  the  Nations  at  thy  Bar  : 
And  tell  me.  Lord,  fhall  I  be  there 

To  meet  a  Joyful  Doom  ? 

5  Be  this  my  one  great  Bufinefs  here,  . 
With  ferious  Induftry,  and  Fear, 

My  future  Blifs  t'  infure. 
Thine  utmoll  Counfel  to  fulfil, 
And  fuSer  all  thy  righteous  Will, 

And  to  the  End  endure. 

6  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  Soul  receive, 
Tranfported  from  this  Vale,  to  live. 

And  leign  with  Thee  above, 
Where  Faith  is  fweetly  loll  in  Sight, 
And  Hope  in  full  fupreme  Delight, 

And  everlafting  Love. 

HYMN  CVII. 

1  T   O,  God  is  here,  let  us  adore 

JL>  And  own  how  dreadful  is  this  Place  \ 

Let  all  within  us  feel  his  Power, 

And  filent  bow  before  his  Face. 
Who  know  his  Power,  his  Grace  who  prove, 
Serv6  Him  with  Awe,  with  Rev'rence  love. 
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2  Lo,  God  is  here  !  Him  Day  and  Night 

Th'iHijted  Choirs  of  Angels  fing  : 
To  Him  enthron'd  above  all  Height, 

Heaven's  HoU  their  nobicfc  Praifes  bring  : 
Difdain  not,  Lord,  our  meaner  Song, 
Who  praife  Thee  with  a  ftaunrn'ring  Tongue. 

3  Gladly  the  Toys  of  EArth  we  leave. 

Wealth,  Pleafure,  Fame,  for  Thee  alone  : 
To  Thee  our  Will,  Soul,  Flefh  we  give  ; 

O  take,  O  fcal  them  for  thine  own. 
Thou  art  the  God  :  Thon  art  the  Lord  ; 
Be  Thou  by  all  thy  Works  ador'd  ! 

4  Being  of  Beings,  may  our  Praife 

Thy  Courts  with  grateful  Fragrance  fill. 
Still  may  we  ftand  before  thy  Face, 

Still  hear  and  do  thy  fovereign  Will  ; 
To  Thee  may  all  our  Thoughts  arife, 
Ceafelefs,  accepted  Sacrifice  ! 

5  Li  Thee  we  move  :  all  Things  of  Thee 

Are  full,  Thou  Scource  and  Life  of  AH  ! 
Thou  vaft,  unfathomable  Sea  ! 

Fall  proftrate,  loft  in  Wonder,  fall. 
Ye  Sons  of  Men  ;  for  God  is  IVIan  ! 
All  may  we  lofe,  fo  Thee  we  gain  ! 

6  As  Flow"'rs  their  opening  Leaves  difplay. 

And  glad  drink  in  the  folar  Fire, 
So  may  we  catch  thy  every  Ray, 

So  may  thy  Influence  us  infpire  ; 
Thou  Beam  of  the  eternal  Beam  ! 
Thou  purging  Fire,  Thou  quick'ning  Flame  ? 

HYMN  cviir. 

I  TT^ATHER  of  Light,  from  whom  proceeds 
X/    Whatever  thy  every  Creature  needs, 
Whofe  Goodnefs  providently  nigh 
Feed  the  young  Ravens  when  they  cry  ; 
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To  Tliee  T  look  ;  my  Heart  prepare;  - 
Suggeft,  and  hearken  to  my  Prayer. 

2  Since  by  thy  Light  myfelf  I  fee 
Naked,  and  poor,  and  void  of  Thee, 
Thine  Eyes  mull  all  my  Thoughts  furvey> 
Preventing  what  my  Lips  would  fay  : 
Thoa  feeit  my  Wants  ;  for  Help  they  call. 
And  e'er  I  fpeak,  Thou  know'ft  them  all. 

3  Thou  know'il  the  Bafenefs  of  my  Mind 
Wayward,  and  impotent,  and  blind. 
Thou  knovv'ft  how  unfubdu'd  my  Will, 
Avcrfe  to  Good,  and  prone  to  ill  : 
Thou  know'ft  how  wide  my  PalTions  rove, 
Nor  check'd  by  Fear,  nor  charm'd  by  Lovi 

4  Fain  would  [  know,  as  known  by  Thee, 
And  feel  the  Indigence  I  fee  ; 

Fain  would  I  all  my  Vilenefs  own. 
And  deep  beneath  the  Burden  groan. 
Abhor  the  Pride  that  lurks  within, 
0eteft  and  loath  myfelf  and  Sin. 

5  Ah,  give  me,  Lord,  myfelf  to  feel, 
My  total  Mifery  reveal  : 

Ah,  give  me  Lord,  (I  ftill  would  fay) 
A  Heart  to  mourn,  a  Heart  to  pray  ; 
My  Bufmefs  this,  my  only  Care, 
My  Life,  my  every  Breath  be  Prayer. 

6  Scarce  I  begin  my  fad  Complaint, 
When  all  my  warmeft  Wifhes  faint ; 
Hardly  I  lift  my  weeping  Eye, 
Vv'hen  all  my  kindling  Ardors  die  ; 
Nor  Hopes,  nor  Fears  my  Bofom  move. 
For  ftlll  1  cannot,  cannot  love. 

7  Father,  I  want  a  thankful  Heart  ', 

I  v»ant  to  taile  how  good  Thou  art. 
To  plunge  me  in  thy  Mercy's  Sea, 
And  comprehend  thy  Love  to  me  ; 
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'TheBreadth,and  Length, and  Depth, and  Height 
Of  Love  divinely  infinite. 

8  Father,  I  long  my  Soul  to  raife. 
And  dwell  for  ever  on  thy  Praife, 
Thy  Praife  with  glorious  Joy  to  tell. 
In  Extafy  unfpeakable : 
While  the  fall  Power  of  Faith  I  know,. 
And  reign  triumphant  here  below. 

HYMN  cix. 

I  ^T^HE  Lord  my  Failure  lhall  prepare, 
X    And  feed  me  with  a  Shepherd's  Care, 
■His  Prefence  (hall  my  Wants  fupply, 
And  guardmewith  a  watchful  Eye  ; 
My  Noon-day  Walks  he  flial)  attend. 
And  all  my  Midnight  Hours  defend. 

z  When  in  the  fultry  Glebe  I  faint. 
Or  on  the  thirliy  iVlountain  pant, 
To  fertile  Vales,  and  dewy  Meads 
My  weary,  wandering  Steps  he  leads  ; 
Where  peaceful  Rivers  foft  and  flow, 
Amid  the  verdant  Landikip  flow. 

3  Tho'  in  the  Paths  t)f  Death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  Horrors  overfpead, 
My  fledfaft  Heart  fhall  fear  no  111, 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  flill  ; 
Thy  friendly  Crook  fliall  give  me  Aid, 
And  guide  me  thro'  the  dreadful  Shade. 

Tho'  in  a  bare  and  rugged  Way, 
Thro'  devious,  lonely  Wilds  I  ftray, 
Thy  Bounty  fnall  my  Pains  beguile ; 
The  barren  Wildernefs  fliall  fmile, 
With  fudden  Greens  and  Herbage  crown'd, 
And  Streams  fhall  murmur  all  around, 

HYMN 
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HYMN  ex. 

1  TESU,  thy  boundlefs  Love  to  me 

J  No  Thought  can  reach,  no  Tongue  declare 
O  knit  my  thankful^Hcart  to  Thee, 
And  reign  without  a  Rival  there  : 
Thine  wholly,  Thine  alone  I  am  : 
Be  Thou  alone  my  conftant  Flame. 

2  O  grant  that  Nothing  in  my  Soul 

May  dwell,  but  thy  pure  Love  alone  : 
O  may  thy  Love  pofTefs  me  whole, 

My  Joy,  my  Treafure,  and  my  Crown. 
Strange  Fires  far  from  my  Soul  remove, 
My  every  Aft,  Word,  Thought,  be  Love. 

3  O  Love,  how  chearing  Is  thy  Ray  ? 

All  Pain  before  thy  Prefence  flies  ! 
Care,  Anguifli,  Sorrow,  melt  away. 

Where'er  thy  healing  Streams  arife  ; 
O  Jesu,  nothing  may  I  fee, 
Nothing  hear,  f^el,  or  think  but  Thee  f 

4  Unwearied  mr.y  I  this  purfue, 

Dauntlefs  to  the  high  Prize  afpire  ; 
Hourly  within  my  Breafl:  renev.' 

This  holy  Flame,  this  heavenly  Fire  j 
And  Day  and  Night  be  all  my  Care 
To  guard  this  facred  Treafure  there. 

5  My  Saviour,  Thou  thy  Love  to  me  . 

In  Want,  in  Pain,  in  Shame  halt  fliowM  ; 
For  me  on  the  accurfed  Tree 

Thou  pouredTc  forth  thy  guiltlefs  Blood; 
Thy  Wounds  upcm  my  Heart  imprefs, 
Nor  ought  ihall  the  lov'd  Stamp  efface. 

6  More  hard  than  Marble  is  my  Heart, 

And  foul  with  Sins  of  deepell:  Stain  : 
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EutThou  the  mighty  Saviour  art. 

Nor  fiow'd  thy  cleanfing  Blood  in  vain. 
Ah  !  foften,  melt  this  Rock,  and  may 
Thy  Blood  waHi  all  thefe  Stains  away. 

7  O  that  my  Heart,  which  open  fmnds, 

May  carch  each  Drop,  that  torturing  Pain^ 
Arm'd  by  my  Sins,  wrung  from  thy  Hands, 

Thy  Feet,  thy  Head,  thy  every  Vein  : 
That  Hill  my  Breaft  may  heave  with  Si^ht, 
Still  Tears  of  Love  overflow  my  Eyes. 

$  O  that  I  as  a  little  Child 

May  fo'Iow  Thee,  nor  ever  reft, 
'Till  fweetly  Thou  haft  pour'd  thy  mild 

And  lowly  Mi  id  into  iny  Breaft. 
Nor  ever  may  we  parted  be, 
Till  I  become  one  Spirit  Vvith  Thee. 

9  O  draw  me,  Saviour,  afterThee, 

So  (hall  I  run  and  never  tire  : 
"With  gracious  Words  Hill  comfort  me  ; 

Be  Thou  my  Hope,  my  fole  Defire  : 
Free  me  from  every  Weight :  Nor  Fear 
Nor  bin  can  come,  if  Tnou  art  here. 

10  My  Health,  my  Light,  my  Life,  my  Crown, 

My  Portion,  and  my  Treafure  Thou  ! 
O  take  me,  feal  me  for  thine  own  ; 

To  Thee  alone  my  Soul  1  bow ; 
Vy'ithout  Thee  all  is  Pain,  my  M-nd 
Repofe  in  naught  but  Thee  can  find. 

1 1  Howe'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  turn, 

In  Thee  alone  is  is  all  my  Reft  : 
Be  Thou  my  Flame:  v/ithin  me  burn, 

Jesu,  and  I  in  Thee  am  bleft. 
Thou  art  the  Balm  of  Life  :  My  Soul 
Is  faint  i  O  fave,  O  make  it  whole  ! 

1 2  What  in  thy  Love  poffefs  I  not  ? 

My  Star  by  Night,  my  Sun  by  Da\% 

^  '  My 
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My  Spring  of  Life  when  parch'd  with  Drought, 

My  Wine  to  chear,  my  Bread  to  ftay. 
My  Strength,  my  Shield,  niy  fafe  Abode, 
My  Robe  before  the  Throne  of  God  !  . 

13  Ah  Love  !  thy  Inftaence  withdra\^n. 
What  profits  me  that  I  am  born  ? 

All  my  Delight,  ray  Joy  is  gone. 
Nor  know  I  Peace  'till  Thou  return  : 

Thee  may  I  feek  'till  1  attain  ; 

And  never  may  we  part  again. 

1 4.  From  sll  Eternity  with  Love 

Unchangeable  Thou  haft  me  view'd  j  • 
E're  knew  this  beating  Heart  to  move,  • 

Thy  tender  Mercies  me  perfu'd  ; 
Ever  with  me  may  they  abide, 
And  clofe  me  in  on  every  Side. 

15  Still  let  thy  Lov-e  point  out  my  Way, 

(How  wondrous  Things  thy  Love  hath 
Still  lead  me,  led  I  go  aftray,      [wrought  I] 

'Dired  my  Work,  infpire  my  Thought  : 
And  when  i  fall,  foon  may  I  hear 
Thy  Voice,  and  know  that  Love  is  near. 

16  In  SufF'ring  be  thy  Love  my  Peace, 

In  Weakncfs  be  thy  Love  my  Power  : 
And  when  the  Scorms  of  Life  fliall  ceafe, 

Jesu,  in  that  important  Hour, 
In  Death  as  Life  be  Thou  my  Guide, 
And  'fave  me,  who  for  me  hall  died  ! 

HYMN  CXI. 

I  'T^HEE  will  I  love,  my  Strength,  my  Tower,  . 
J     Thee  will  I  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown, 
Thee  will  I  love  with  all  my  Power, 
In  all  my  Works,  and  Thee  alone  ! 


Thee 
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Thee  vyill  I  love  'till  the  pure  Fire 
Fill  my  whole  Soul  with  chafte  Dcfire, 

2  Ah  !  why  did  I  fo  late  Thee  know, 

Thee,  lovelier  than  the  Sons  of  Men  ? 

Ah,  why  did  I  no  I'ooner  go 

To  1  hee^  the  only  Eafe  in  Pain; 

Afham'd  I.figh,  and  inly  mourn 

That  I  To  late  to  Thee  did  turn. 

•3  In  Darknefs  willingly  I  ftray'd  ; 

I  fought  Thee,  yet  from  Thee  I  rovM  : 
Far  wide  my  wandring  Thoughts  were  fpread. 

Thy  Creatures  mere  tiian  Thee  I  lov'd  : 
And  now,  if  more  at  length  I  fee, 
'Tis  thro'  thy  Light,  and  comes  from  Thee. 

4  I  thank  Thee,  uncreated  Sun, 

That  thy  bright  Beams  on  me  have  Hiin'd  : 
I  thank  Thee,  who  haft  overthrown 

My  Foes,  and  heal'd  my  wounded  Jvlinc^  . 
I  thank  Thee,  whofe  enliv'ning  Voice 
Bids  my  freed  Heart  in  I'hee  rejoice. 

5  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  Race, 

Nor  fufFer  me  again  to  ftray  : 
Strengthen  my  Feet,  with  fteady  Pace, 

Still  to  prefs  forward  in  thy  Way  : 
My  Soul  and  Flefh,  O  Lord  of  Might, 
Fill,  fatiate  with  thy  heav'nly  Light. 

6  Give  to  my  Eyes  refrefhing  Tears, 

Give  to  my  Heart  chafte,  hallow'd  Fires, 
Give  to  my  Soul  with  filial  Fears 

The  Love  that  all  Heaven'.  Hoft  infpires  : 
That  all  my  Pow'rs  with  all  their  Might 
In  thy  fole  Glory  may  unite. 

7  Thee  will  T  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown  ; 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God  5 


Thee 
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Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  thy  Frown 
Or  Smile,  thy  Scepter  or  thy  Rod  : 
What  tho'  my  Flefli  and  Heart  decay  ? 
Thee  fhall  I  love  in  endlefs  Day  ! 

HYMN  cxii. 

1  Love  Divine^  what  haft  Thou  done  ? 
\^  Th'  immortal  God  hath  died  for  me  ? 
The  Father's,  go  eternal  Son 

Bore  all  my  Sins  upon  the  Tree  ; 
Th'  immortal  God  for  me  hath  died  I 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified  ! 

2  Behold  Him  all  ye  that  ptfs  by, 

The  bleeding  Prince  of  Life  and  Peace  ; 
Come  fee,  ye  Worms,  your  Maker  die. 

And  fay,  was  ev«r  Grief  like  His  ! 
Come,  feel  with  me  his  Blood  appLed: 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified  ! 

3  Is  crucified  for  me  and  you, 

To  bring  us  Rebels  near  to  God  ; 
Believe,  believe  the  Record  true  : 

We  All  are  bought  with  Jesu's  Blood  : 
Pardon  for  All  flows  from  his  Side, 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified. 

^  Then  let  as  fit  beneath  his  Crofs, 

And  gladly  catch  the  healing  Stream, 
All  i  hi  igs  for  Him  account  but  Lofs, 
And  give  up  all  our  Hearts  to  Kim  ; 
Of  Nothing  fpeak  or  think  befide  : 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified  ! 


H'Y  M  N 
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HYMN  CXIII. 

1  God  of  our  Forefathers  hear, 

\J  And  make  thy  faithful  Mercies  known. 
To  Thee  thro'  Jesus  we  draw  near, 
Thy  fuiFering,  well-beloved  Son, 
In  whom  thy  fmiling  Face  we  fee, 
In  whom  Thou  art  well-pleas'd  with  r^f. 

2  With'  folemn  Faith  we  olFer  up. 

And  fpread  before  thy  glorious  Eyes 
That  only  Ground  of  all  our  Hope, 

That  precious,  bleeding  Sacrifice, 
Which  brings  thy  Grace  on  Sinners  down. 
And  perfects  all  our  Souls  in  One. 

3  Acceptance  thro'  his  only  Name, 

Forgivenefs  in  his  Blood  we  have  ; 
But  more  abundant  Life  we  claim 

Thro'  Him  who  died  our  Souls  to  fave. 
To  fandlify  us  by  his  Blood, 
And  fill  with  all  the  I>ife  of  God. 

4  Father,  behold  thy  dying  Son, 

And  hear  his  Blood  that  fpeaks  above. 
On  us  let. ail  thy  Grace  be  fhewd. 

Peace,  Righteoufnefs,  and  Joy,  and  Love^ 
Thy  Kingdom  come  to  every  Heart, 
And  all  thou  haft,  and  all  thou  art. 

HYMN  CXIV. 

}  ^TpHOU  hidden  Source  of  calm  Repofe,  . 
X    Thou  all-fufRcient  Love  Divine, 
My  Help,  and  Refuge  from  my  Foes, 

Secure  I  am,  if  Thou  art  mine. 
And  lo  !  from  Sin,  and  Grief,  and  Shame 
I  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  thy  Name. 

K  ^  Thy 


a  Thy  mighty  Name  Salvation  is, 
And  keeps  my  happy  Soul  above, 
Comfort  it  brings,  and  Power,  and  Peace, 

And  Joy,  and  everlafting  Love  : 
To  me  with  thy  dear  Name  are  given 
Pardon,  and  Holinefs,  and  Heaven. 

3  Jesu*  my  All  in  All  Thou  art, 

My  Reft  in  Toil,  my  Eafe  in  Pain, 
The  Med'cine  of  my  broken  Heart, 

In  War  my  Peace,  in  Lofs  my  Gain,, 
My  Smile  beneath  the  Tyrant's  Frown, 
In  Shame  my  Glory,  and  my  Crown. 

4  In  Want  my  plentiful  Supply, 

In  Weaknefs  my  Almighty  Power, 
In  bonds  my  pcrfed  Liberty, 

My  Light  in  Sat/3?i"s  darkeft  Hour, 
In  Grifcf  my  Joy  unfpeakable, 
My  Life  in  Death,  my  heaven  in  Kell. 

H  Y  M  N  CXV. 

1  ^  |""^Hou  hidden  Love  of  God,  whofe  Height, 

i  Whofe  Depth  unfathom'd  no  Man  knows, 
I  fee  from  far  thy  beauteous  Light, 

Inly  I  figh  for  thy  Repofe: 
My  heart  is  pain'd,  nor  can  it  be 
At  Reft,  'till  it  finds  Reft  in  Thee. 

2  Thy  fecret  Voice  invites  me  ftill 

The  Sweetnefs  of  thy  Yoke  to  prove  ; 
And  fain  I  would  :  But  tho'  my  Will 

Seem  fix'd,  yet  v/ide  my  Faffions  rove 
Yrt  Hindrances  ftrew  all  ihe  Way  ; 
1  aim  at  I'hee,  yet  from  Thee  llray. 

3  'Tis  Mercy  all,  that  Thou  haft  brought 

My  Mind  to  feck  h'^i  Peace  in  Tiieu  f 


Yet 
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Yet  while  I  feek,  but  find  Thee  not, 

No  Peace  rny  wandring  Soul  (hall  fee, 
O  when  fiiall  all  my  Wandrings  end, 
And  all  my  Iteps  to  Thee-ward  tend  ? 

4  Is  there  a  Thing  beneath  the  Sun, 

That  lirlves  with  Thee  my  Heart  to  fhare  ? 
Ah.  !  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  a'one. 

The  Lord  of  every  Motion  there  : 
Then  fhall  my  Heart  from  Earth  be  free. 
When  it  has  found  Repofe  in  Thee. 

5  O  hide  this  SELF  from  me,  that  I 

No  more,  but  Christ  in  me  may  live  J 
lAy  vile  AfFeftions  crucify, 

Nor  let  one  darling  Lull  furvive. 
In  all  Things  Nothing  m:  y  I  fee. 
Nothing  defire  or  feek  but  Thee. 

6  O  LOVE,  thy  foverergn  Aid  impart. 

To  fave  me  from  lo  w-thoughted  Care  : 
Chafe  this  Self-will  thro'  all  my  Hearty 

Thro'  all  its  latent  Mazes  there  : 
Make  me  thy  duteous  Child,  that  I 
Ceafeiefs  may  Abba  Father  cry. 

7  Ah  no  !  ne'er  will  I  backward  turn  : 

Thine  wholly.  Thine  alone  I  am  ! 
Thrice  happy  he,  who  views  with  Scorn 

Earth's  'I'oys,  for  Thee  his  conftant  Flange. 
O  help,  that  I  may  never  move 
From  the  bleil  Footfteps  of  thy  Love  ! 

8  Each  Moment  draw  from  Earth  away 

My  Heart,  that  lowly  waits  thy  Call  ! 
Speak  to  my  inmoil  Soul,  and  fay, 

I  am  thy  Love,  thy  God,  thy  All  ? 
To  feel  thy  Power,  to  hear  thy  Voice, 
To  taile  thy  Love  be  all  my  Choice. 


HYMN 
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HYMN  CXVI. 

I  QINNERS,  rejoice,  your  Peace  is  made  j 
C5  Your  Saviour  on  the  Crofs  hath  bled  : 
Your  God  in  Jesus  reconcil'd 
On  all  his  V/orks  again  hath  fmil'd  : 
Hath  Grace  thro'  Christ  and  BhfTing  given. 
To  ail  on  Earth  and  all  in  Heaven  : 

3  Angels  rejoice  in  Jesu's  Grace, 

And  vie  with  Man's  more  favour'd  Race, 
The  Blood  that  did  for  us  attone, 
Confer'd  on  you  fome  Gift  unknown. 
Your  Joys,  thro'  Jesu's  Pams  abound,  ■ 
Ye  triumph  by  his  glorious  Wounds. 

3  Him  ye  beheld  our  conqu'ring  God, 
Return. with  Garments  roli'd  in  Blood  ! 
Ye  faw,  and  kindled  at  the  v  ight, 

And  f.ird  with  Shouts  the  Pveaims  of  Light, 

With  loudeft  Hallelujahs  met. 

And  fell  and  kifs'd  his  bleeding  Feet. 

4  Nor  Angel  Tongues  can  ere  exprefs 
Th'  unutterrable  Happinef?, 

Nor  human  Hearts  can  e're  conceive. 
The  Blifs  wherein  thro'  Christ  they  Live  j 
But  all  your  Heaven  the  glorious  Powers, 
And  all  your  God,  is  doubly  ours  ! 


HYMN  cxvii. 

1  1~>AINT  is  my  Head,  and  fick  my  Heart,. 
J/   While  Thou  dod  ever,  ever  ftay  ! 
I'ixt  in  my  Soul  I  feel  thy  Dart, 

Groaning  I  feel  it  Night  and  Day  : 
Come,  LofiD,  and  fhew  Thyfelf  to  me. 
Or  cake,  O  take  me  up  to  Thee  I 

Canll 
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2  Canft  Thou  with-hold  thy  heal.'ng  Grace, 

So  kindly  lavifh  of  thy  Blood  ; 
When  fwiftly  trickling  down  thy  Face, 

For  me  the  purple  Current  flowed  I 
Come,  Lord,  ^c. 

3  When  Man  was  loft,  LOVE  look'd  about, 

Tof^^ek  what  Help  in  Earth  or  Sky  : 
In  vain  :  for  none  appeared  without  ; 

The  Help  did  in  thy  Bcfcm  lie  ! 
Come,  Lord,  i^c. 

4  There  lay  thy  Son  :  But  left  his  Reft 

Thraldom  and  Mis  ry  to  remove 
From  thofe  who  Glory  once  pofTeft, 

But  wantonly  abus'd  thy  Love. 
Come,  Lord,  ^c. 

5  He  came — O  my  Redeemer  dear  ? 

And  canft  Thou  after  this  be  ftrange^? 
Not  yet  within  my  Heart  appear  ? 

Can  Love  like  Thine  or  fail,  or  change  ? 
Come,  LoKp,  ^c. 

6  But  if  Thou  tarrieft,  why  mufi:  I  ? 

My  God,  what  is  this  World  to  me  ! 
This  World  of  Woe— hence  let  them  fly. 

The  Clouds  that  part  my  Soul  and  Thee, 
Come,  Lord,  i^c. 

7  Why  fhould  this  weary  World  delight. 

Or  Senfe  th'  immortal  Spirit  bind  ? 
Why  {hould  frail  Beauty's  Charms  invite. 

The  trifling  Charms  of  Womankind  ? 
Come,  Lord,  i^fc. 

%  A  Sigh  Thou  breath'ft  into  my  Heart, 
And  earthly  Joys  I  view  with  Scorn  : 


Far 
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Far  from  iny  Soul,  ye  Dreams,  depart. 

Nor  mock  me  with  your  vain  Return  I 
Come,  Lord,  tffr. 

9  Sorrow,  and  Sin,  and  Lofs,  and  Pain> 

Are  all  that  here  on  Earth  we  fee  ; 
Reftlefs,  we  pant  for  Eafe  in  vain. 

In  vain — 'tiii  Eafe  we  find  in  Thee. 
Come,  Lord, 

10  Idly  we  talk  of  Harvefts  here. 

Eternity  our  .  arvefiis: 
Grace- brings  the  great  Sabbatic  Year, 

VVHeu  ripen'd  into  glorious  Blifs, 
Come,  Lord,  i^c, 

1 1  O  loofe  this  Frame,  Life's  Knot  untie. 

That  my  free  Soul  may  ufe  her  Wing ; 
Now  pinion'd  with  Mortality, 

A  weak,  entangled,  wretched  Thing  ! 
Come,  Lord, 

1 2  Who  fhould  I  longer  Hay  and  pozn  I 

The  moft  of  me  to  Heaven  is  fled  : 
My  Thoughts  and  Joys  are  thither  gone  : 

To  all  below  I  now  am  dead. 
Come,  Lord, 

I J  Come,  deareft  Lord,  my  Soul's  Defire, 
With  eager  Pantings  gafps  for  Home : 

Thee,  Thee  my  relllefs  Hopee  require  ; 
My  FleOi  and  Spirit  bid  Thee  come  ! 

Come,  LoR-D, 


HYMN 
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HYMN  CXVIII. 

1         What  {hall  I  do  My  Saviour  to  praife  ? 

So  faithful  and  true,  So  plenteous  in  Graces 
So  flrong  to  deliver,  So  good  to  redeem 
The  weakeft  Belies  er  That  hangs  upon  Him. 

^  How  happy  the  Man  Whofe  Heart  is  fet  free. 
The  People  that  can  Be  joyful  in  Thee  ! 
Tn<:ir  Joy  is  to  walk  in  The  Light  of  thy  Face, 
And  ftill  they  are  talking  Of  Jlsus's  Grace. 

3  Their  daily  Delight  Shall  be  in  thy  Name, 
They  fhall  as  their  Right  Thy  RighteOulncTs  claim: 
Thy  Righteoufnefs  wearing  And  cleans'd  by  thy 

r.,,.  (blood, 
"Bold  fhail  they  appear  in  Tlie*Prefence  cf  God. 

4  For  Thou  art  their  Boaft,  Their  Glory  and  Fower, 
And  I  alfo  truft  To  fee  the  glad  Hour, 

My  Soul's  new  Creation,  A  Life  from  the  Dead, 
The  Day  of  Salvation,  That  lifts  up  my  ilead. 

5  For  Jtsus  my  Lord  Is  now  my  Defence, 

I  trull  in  his  Word,  None  plucks  me  from  thence  : 
^ince  1  have  found  Favour,  He  all  Things  will  do. 
My  King  and  my  Saviour  Shall  make  me  anew. 

£  Yes,  Lord,  I  (hall  fee  The  Blifs  cf  thine  own. 
Thy  Secret  to  me  Shall  foon  be  made  known. 
For  Sorrow  and  Sadnefs  I  Joy  fhall  receive. 
And  fliare  in  the  Gladnefs  Of  ail  that  believe. 


HYMN 
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H  Y  M  N  CXIX, 

I  \  LL  Thanks  to  the  Lamb  Who  gives  us  to  meet! 
JX,  His  Lo"'e  we  proclaim,  His  Praifes  repeat ; 
We  own  Him  oar  Jesus  Continually  near, 
To  pardon,  and  blefs  us.  And  perfed  us  here. 


2  In  Him  we  have  Peace,  in  Him  we  have  Power, 
Preferv'd  by  his  Grace  Throughout  the  dark  Hour, 
In  all  our  Temptation  He  keeps  us  to  prove 

His  utmoft  Salvation,  His  Fulnefs  of  Love. 

3  Thro'  Pride  and  Def.re  Unhurt  we  have  gone. 
Thro'  Water  and  Fire  With  us  Ke  went  on  ? 
The  World  and  the  Devil  By  1  im  wc  o'ercamc. 
Our  Jesus  from  Evil,  For  ever  the  fame. 

^  When  we  would  have  fpurn'd  His  Mercy  and  Grace, 
To  i^r.//  return'd  And  fled  from  his  Face, 
He  hindred  our  flying,  His  Goodnefs  to  fhev/) 
And  ftopt  us  by  crying,  **  Will  ye  alfo  go 

5  O  what  (hall  we  do,  Our  Saviour  to  love  ? 
To  make  us  anew,  Come  Lord,  from  above. 
The  F4^it  of  thy  Pafiion,  Thy  Holinef?  give, 
Give  us  the  Salvation  Of  all  that  believe. 

6  Come,  Jesu?,  and  loofe  The  ?tammerer*s  Tongu< 
And  teach  even  us  The  fpiritual  Song, 
Let  us  without  ceafmg  Give  Thanks  for  thy  Grac 
And  Glory,  and  Blelfmg,  And  Honour,  and  Praii 

7  Pronounce  the  glad  Word,  And  bid  us  be  free 
Ah,  haft  Thou  not.  Lord,  A  Blefling  for  me  ? 
The  Peace  Thou  haft  given,  This  Moment  impan 
And  open  thy  Heaven,  Of  Love,  in  my  Heart 


H  Y  M! 
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HYMN  CXX. 


1      5T^IS  finiflrd  I  'tis  done  I 


X      The  Spirit  k  fled. 
The  Pris'ner  is  gone, 

The  Christian  is  dead  I 
The  Christian  is  living 
Thro'  Jesus  his  Love, 
And  gladly  receiving 
A  Kingdom  above. 

All  Honour  and  Praif* 

Are  Jesus's  Due  ; 
Supported  by  Grace, 

He  fought  his  way  thro'  ; 
Triumphantly  glorious 

Thro'  Jesus's  Zeal, 
And  more  fhan  vidorious 

O'er  Sin,  Death,  and  Hell." 

"3     Then  let  us  record 

The  conquering  Name, 
Our  Captain  and  Lord 

With  Shoutings  proclaim  : 
Who  trufl:  in  his  Pafiion 

And  follow  our  Head, 
To  certain  Salvation 

We  all  Oiall  be  led. 

4^     O  Jesus,  lead  on 

Thy  Militant  Care, 
And  give  us  the  Crown 

Of  Righteoufnefs  there  i 
V\  here  dazled  with  Glory 

The  Seraphims  gaze, 
Or  proftrate  adore  The« 

In  Silence  of  Praifc. 


Comei 
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Come,  Lord,  and  d'lfpUf 

Thy  Sign  iij  the  Sky, 
And  bear  qs  away 

To  Manfions  on  high  : 
The  Kingdom  be  given. 

The  Purchafe  Divine, 
And  crown  us  in  Heaven 

Eternally  Thine. 

HYMN  CXXI. 

YE  Servants  of  God, 
Your  Mailer  proclaim. 
And  publifh  abroad 

His  wonderful  Name. 
The  Name  all-viclorious 

Of  Jesus  extoll  ; 
His  Kingdom  is  glorious. 
And  rules  over  All. 

The  Waves  of  the  Pea 

Have  life  up  their  Voice, 
Sore  troubled  that  we 

In  Jesus  rejoice  ; 
The  Floods  they  are  roaring. 

But  Jesus  is  here, 
While  we  are  adoring. 

He  always  is  near. 

Men,  Devils  engage, 

The  Billows  arife, 
And  horribly  rage, 

And  threaten  tiie  Skies  : 
Their  Fury  fliall  never 

Our  Stedfallnefs  fhock. 
The  weakeft  Believer 

Is  built  on  a  Rock. 

God  ruieth  on  High, 
Almighty  to  fave. 
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And  ftill  He  is  nigh, 

His  Prefence  we  have  i 
The  Great  Congregation 

His  Triumphs  ftiall  fing^ 
Afcribing  Salvation 

To  Jesus  our  King, 

^      Salvation  to  God 

Who  fits  on  the  Throne  t 
Let  all  cry  aloud. 

And  honour  the  Son  ! 
Our  Jesus's  Praifes 

The  Angels  proclaim. 
Pall  down  on  their  Faces, 

And  worfhip  the  Lamb. 

6     Then  let  us  adore, 

And  give  Him  His  Kight, 
AlT  Glory,  and  Power, 

And  Wifdom,  and  Might, 
All  Honour,  and  BlelTmg, 

With  Angels  above. 
And  Thanks  never  ceafing, 

And  infinite  Love. 

HYMN  CXXII. 

1  OD  of  unexampled  Grace, 
VJ  Redeemer  of  Mankind, 
JVIatter  of  eternal  Praife 

We  in  ttiy  Paflion  find  : 
Still  our  choiceft  Strains  we  bring. 

Still  the  joyful  Theme  purfue, 
Thee  the  Friend  of  Sinners  fing 

Whofe  Love  is  ever  new- 

2  Endlefs  Scenes  of  Wender  rife 

With  that  myllerious  Tree, 
Crucified  before  our  Eyes 
Where  we  our  Maker  fee: 

Jesu?; 
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Jfsus,  Lord,  what  hafi  Thou  done  I 

Publifh  we  the  Death  divine, 
Stop,  and  gaze,  and  fall,  and  own 

Was  never  Love  like  thine  ! 

3  Never  Love  nor  Sorrow  was. 

Like  that  my  Jesus  fliew'd  ; 
See  Him  ftretch'd  on  yonder  Crofa- 

And  crufn'd  be«eath  oi  r  Load  ! 
Now  difcern  the  Deity, 

Novv'  his  heavenly  Ijirth  declare ! 
Faith  cries  out,  'Tis  He,  'tis  He, 

My  God  that  fufFers  there  ! 

HYMN  CXXIIT. 

J   TESUS  drinks  the  bitter  Cup  : 
J  The  Wine-preis  treads  alone, 
Tears  the  Graves  and  IMounialns  up 
By  his  expiring  Groan  : 

1  1.0  !  the  Power;]  of  Heaven  he  lhakes  j 

Nature  in  Convalfions  lies, 
Earth's  profoundell  Centre  quake?. 
The  great  Jeiiov  A  H  dies  ! 

2  Dies  the  glorious  Caufe  of  all, 

The  true  eternal  Pa/;, 
Falls  to  raife  us  from  our  Fall, 

'i^o  runfom  finful  Man  : 
Well  may  Sy/  withdraw  his  Light, 

With  the  Sufferer  fympathize, 
Leave  the  World  in  fudden  Night, 

While  his  Creator  dies. 

4  Well  may  Heaven  be  cloath'd  with  black. 

And  folemn  Sackcloath  wear, 
J Esu's  Agony  partake, 

The  Hoar  of  Darknefs  fhare  ; 


Mourn 
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Ivlbum  th'  aftonied  Hofts  above. 
Silence  faddens  all  the  Skies^, 

Kindler  of  feraphic  Love 
The  God  of  Angels  dies. 

4  O,  my  God,  He  dies  for  nie,  ^ 

I  feel  the  mortal  Smart  ! 
See  Him  hanging  on  the  Tree— * 

A  Sight  that  breaks  my  Heart  ! 
O  that  all  to  Thee  might  turn  ! 

Sinners,  ye  may  love  Him  too. 
Look  on  Him  ye  pierc'd,  and  mourn 

For  one  who  bled  for  you. 

5  Weep  o'er  your  Defire  and  Hope 

With  Tears  of  humbleft  Lave  ; 
Sing,  for  Jesus  is  gone  up, 

And  reigns  enthronM  above  ? 
Lives  our  Heads  to  die  no  more : 

Power  is  all  to  Jesus  given, 
Worfhip'd  as  he  was  before 

Th'  immortal  King  of  Heaven^ 

€  Lord,  we  blcfs  Thee  for  thy  Gracf^ 

And  Truth  which  never  fail, 
Haft'ning  to  behold  thy  Face 

Without  a  dimming  Veil . 
We  lhall  fee  our  Heavenly  King, 

All  thy  glorious  Love  proclaim. 
Help  the  Angels-quires  to  fing 

Our  dear  triumphant  Lamb. 

HYMN  CXXIV^ 

I      T  E  S  U,  let  thy  pitying  Eye 
J  Call  back  a  wandring  Sheep, 

Falfe  to  Thee  like  Peter  I 
Would  fain  like  PeUr  weep : 

Let  me  be  by  Grace  relWd, 
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On  me  be  all  Long  fufFering  fhewn  ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 
And  break  my  Heart  of  Stone. 

Saviour,  Prince,  enthron'd  above. 

Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me  thro'  thy  dying  Love 

The  humble,  contrite  Heart : 
Give  what  I  have  long  implor'd, 
A  Portion  of  thy  Grief  Unknown  $ 

Turrv,  and  look,  &c. 

3      In  reftoring  Love  again, 
O  Jesu.%  vifit  me, 
Give  me  back  that  pleafing  Pais, 
That  bleffcd  Adifery  : 
Now  thy  tendering  grace  afford. 
And  make  me  Thine  afHi(fted  One: 
Turn,  and  look.  Sec. 

^     Harder  than  the  flinty  Rock 

My  ftubborn  Heart  remain?, 
'Till  1  feel  thy  Mercy's  Stroke, 
I  only  bite  my  Chain?, 
Sinning  on,  though  felf-abhor'd. 
As  Devils  in  their  chains  I  groan  :* 
Turn,  and  look,  kc. 

^      For  thirye  own  CompaiTions  Sake 
The  Gracious  Wonder  fhew, 
C;,ft  my  Sins  behind  thy  Back,. 
And  wafh  me  white  as  Snow  j 
If  thy  Bowels  now  are  flir'd. 

If  now  I  would  myfelf  bemoan.'  ? 
Turn,  and  look,  &c. 

^      See  me.  Saviour,  from  above. 
Nor  fulfer  me  to  die. 
Life,  and  Happinefs,  and  Love 
JDjop  from  thy  gracious  Eye  j 


Speak 
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Speak  the  Renconciling  Word, 

And  let  thy  Mercy  melt  me  down  ; 
Turn,  and  look,  .&c. 

7     Look,  as  when  tVsine  Eye  purfu'd 
The  Firft  Apoftate  Man, 
Sa.v  him  \s  eltring  in  his  Blood, 
And  bid  him  riie  again  ; 
Speak  my  Praradife  reflor'd, 

Reftor'd  by  thy  free  Grace  alone : 
Turn,  and  look,  ^'C. 

t     Look,  as  when  thy  Pity  faw 

Thine  Own  in  a  Strange  Land, 
Forc'^  to  obey  the  Tyrant's  Law, 
And  feel  his  heavy  Hand  : 
Speak  the  Soul  redeeming  Word, 
And  out  of  ^^v/'/  call  thy  Son  : 
Turn,  and  look.  Sec. 

9  Look,  as  when  thy  Weeping  Eye 

The  Bloody  City  viewed, 
Thofe,  who  fton'd,  and  doom'd  to  die 
The  Prophets,  and  their  Gov  : 
I  deferve  their  fad  Reward, 

But  This  my  Gracious  Day  I  own  : 
Turn,  and  look,  &c. 

10  Look,  as  vvhen  thy  Grace  beheld 

The  Harlot  in  DiPivefs, 
Dried  her  Tear",  h-^r  Pardon  feaPd  i 

And  bad  her  go  in  Peace : 
Foul  like  Her,  and  Self  abhor'd, 
I  at  thy  Feet  for  Mercy  groan  : 

Turn,-  and  look,  &c. 

1 1  Look,  as  when  condemn'd  for  Them 

Thou  didil  thy  Followers  fee. 
Daughters  of  Jerufalem, 
Weep  for  yourfelves,  not  Me  i" 
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Am  I  by  my  God  deplor'd. 

And  lhall  I  not  Myfelf  bemoan? 
Turn,  and  look,  &c. 

!  2  Look,  as  when  thy  languid  Eye 
Was  closM  that  we  might  live. 
Father  (at  the  Point  to  die 

My  Saviour  gaipM)  forgive  ! 
Surely  with  that  Dying  Word 
He  turns,  and  looks,  and  cries  *Tis  done  I 

0  my  bleeding  loving  Lord, 
Thou  break'll  my  Heart  of  Stone ! 

HYMN  CXXV: 

1      T  A  M  B  of  God,  whofe  Bleeding  Lovf 

1  J  We  now  recal  to  mind. 
Send  the  Anfwer  from  above. 

And  let  us  Mercy  find ; 
Think  on  us,  who  think  on  Thee, 
And  every  ilruggling  Soul  releafe  : 
O  remember  Calvary, 
And  bid  us  go  in  Peace. 

%     By  thine  Agonizing  Pain, 

And  Bloody  Sweat,  we  pray,. 
By  thy  Dying  Love  to  Man, 

Take  all  our  Sins  away  ; 
Buril  our  Bondf?,  and  fet  us  free. 
From  all  Iniquity  releafe  : 
O  remember  Calvury, 
And  bid  us  go  in  Peace. 

3      Let  thy  Blood,  by  Faith  applied, 
The  Sinner's  Pardon  Seal, 
Speak  us  freely  Jullified, 

And  all  our  Sicknefs  heal : 
Bj  thy  Pafiion  on  the  Tree 
Let  all  our  Griefs  and  Toubles  ceafe: 
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O  remember  C^ihnry, 
And  bid  us  go  in  Peace. 

Never  will  we  hence  depart. 

Till  Thou  our  Wants  relieve. 
Write  Forgivenefs  on  our  Heajt, 

And  all  thino  Image  give  : 
Still  our  Souls  ihall  cry  to  Thee 
Till  perfeil^ed  in  Holiniifs  ; 

0  remember  Ca/vary, 
And  bid  us  go  in  Peace, 

HYMN  CXXVI. 

Wretched,  Jielplefs,  and  diflrel^. 
Ah  !  ^vhither  lhali  I  fly  I 
Ever  gafping  after  Reft, 
I  cannot  find  it  nigh. 
Naked   fick,  andpo^ir,  and  blind, 
Fall  bound  in  Sin  and  Mifery, 
Friend  of  dinners,  letmefind 
My  Help,  my  All  in  Thee. 

Who  my  mis'ry  can  relate, 
My  Depth  of  Woe  reveal  ? 

I  have  left  my  ilrfl  Eflate, 
In  haplcfs  Ad^im  fell  : 

Driven  out  of  my  Abode, 

1  now  have  loil  my  perfecfl  Blifs, 

Fallen,  fallen  out  of  God, 
And  baniih'd  Faradife. 

I  am  all  unclean,  unclean. 

Thy  Purity  I  want, 
My  whole  Heart  is  fick  of  %At>, 

And  my  whole  Head  is  faint  : 
Full  of  putrifying  Sore?, 
pf  Bruife?,  and  of  Wounds,  my  Soul 
Looks  to  Jesus  ;  Help  implores, 

And  gafps  to  be  make  whole. 
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In  the  Wildernefs  I  ftray, 
My  foolifli  Heart  is  blaW, 

Nothing  do  I  know  ;  the  Way 
Of  Peace  I  cannot  find  ; 

Jesu,  Lord,  rellore  my  Sight, 
And  take,  O  take  the  Veil  away^ 

Turn  my  Darknefs  into  Light, 
My  Midnight  into  Day. 

Naked  of  thine  Image,  Lord, 

-Forfaken,  and  alone, 
Unrenew'd,  and  unreftorM, 

I  have  not  Thee  put  on  : 
Over  me  thy  Mantle  fpread, 
Send  down  thy  Liken efs  from  abovc^ 
Let  thy  Goodnefs  be  difplay'd, 

And  wrap  me  in  thy  Love. 

Poof,  alas  !  Thou  knovv'ftT  am^ 
An-d  would  be  poorer  ftill 

See  my  Nakednefs  and  Shame, 
And  all  my  Vilenefs  feel  : 

No  good  Thing  in  me  refides. 
My  Soul  is  all  an  aching  Void, 

'Till  thy  Spirit  here  abides. 
And  I  am  fill'd  with  God. 

Jesu,  full  of  Truth  and  Grace, 
In  Thee  is  all  I  want  : 
Be  the  Wanderer's  Refting-place,. 

A  Cordi.ll  to  the  Faint  ; 
Make  me  rich,  for  I  am  poor, 
In  Thee  may  I  my  E^-fev;  find, 
To  the  Dying  Health  reftore, 
And  Eye  fight  to  the  Blind. 

Cloathe  me  with  thy  Holinefs, 
Thy  meek  Humility  ; 
Put  on  me  thy  glorious  Drefs, 
Endue  my  Soul  with  Thee  ; 
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Let  thine  Image  be  reftor'd. 
Thy  Name  and  Nature  let  me  prove. 
With  thy  Fulnefs  fill  me.  Lord, 
And  perfed  mc  in  Love. 

HYMN  CXXVII. 

1  T    O  V  E  Divine,  all  Loves  excelling, 
Ji_j  J.oy  of  Heaven  to  Earth  come  down, 
F\x  in  us  thy  humble  Dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  Mercies  crown  ; 
Jesu,  Thou  art  all  CompafTion, 

Pure  unbounded  Love  Thou  art,. 
V'ifit  us  with  thy  Salvation, 

Enter  every  trembling  Heart. 

2  Breatlie,  O  breathe  tly  loving  Spirit, 

Into  every  troubled  Breaft, 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inheritj 

Let  us  find  that  Second  Reft  : 
Take  awa/  our  Pozuer  of  Sinning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be. 
End  of  Faith  as  its  Beginning, 

Set  our  Heart? at  Liberty. 

3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver. 

Let  us  all  thy  Life  receive. 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  thy  Temples  leave. 
Thee  we  would  be  always  bleffing, 

Serve  Thee  as  thy  Hefts  above, 
Pray,  and  praife  Thee,  without  ceafing. 

Glory  in  thy  perfefi  Love. 

4  Finilh  then  thy  New  Creation, 

Pure  and  fmlefs  let  us  be. 
Let  us  fee  thy  great  Salvation, 
Perfedly  reftor'd  in  Thee  : 


r 


ChangM 
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Chang'd  from  Glory  into  Glorf, 
'Till  in  Heaven  we  take  our  Place, 

Till  we  call  our  Crowns  before  Thcc  i- 
Loil  in  Wonder,  Love,  and  Praife  ! 

HYMN  CXXVIII. 

HEAD  of  thy  Church  triumphant, 
^  We  joyfully  adore  Thee  ; 
Till  thou  appear. 
Thy  Members  here 
Shall  fing  like  thofe  in  Glory, 
We  lift  our  Hearts  and  Voices, 
With  blefl:  Anticipation  j 
And  cry  aloud. 
And  give  to  God 
'the  Praife  of  our  Salvation. 

While  in  Afflidion's  Furnace, 
And  palling  thro'  the  Fire, 

Thy  Love  we  praife. 

Which  knows  no  Days, 
And  ever  bringr,  us  nigher 
We  clap  our  Hands  exulting 
In  thine  Almighty  Favour  , 

The  Love  Divine, 

Which  made  us  Thine, 
Shall  keep  us  Thine  for  ever. 

Thou  doll  conduct  thy  People,. 
Thro'  Torrents  of  Temptation, 

Nor  will  we  fear, 

While  Thou  art  near, 
The  Fire  of  Tribulation  : 
The  World  with  Sin  and  Satan, 
In  vain  our  March  oppofes  ? 

By  Thee  we  fhall, 

Break  thro'  them  all. 
And  fing  the  Sorg  of  Mof«s. 
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4     By  Faith  we  fee  the  Glory, 
To  which  thou  fhalt  reftore  uS; 

The  Crofs  defpife 

For  that  high  Prize, 
Which  Thou  haft  fet  before  us ; 
And  if  Thou  count  us  worthy. 
We  each  as  dying  Stephen, 

Shall  fee  Thee  ftand 

At  God's  Right  Hand, 
To  take  us  up  to  Heaven. 

HYMN  cxxix. 

1  ¥  'LL  praife  my  Maker  while  I've  Breath, 
J  And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  is  Death, 

Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  Powers ; 
My  Days  of  Praife  lhall  ne'er  be  paft, 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft. 

Or  Immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  Man  whofe  Hopes  rely 
On  Ijrael\  God  :  He  made  the  Sky. 

And  Earth  and  Seas,  with  all  their  Tralm : 
His  Truth  for  ever  ftands  fecure  ; 
He  faves  th'Oppreft,  He  feeds  the  Poor, 

Aad  none  ihall  find  his  Promife  vain. 

3  The  Lord  pours  Eye-fight  on  the  Blind, 
The  Lord  fupports  the  fainting  Mind  ; 

He  fends  the  labouring  Confcience  Peace, 
He  helps  the  Stranger  in  Diftrefs, 
The  Widow  and  the  Fatherlefs, 

And  grants  the  Prifoner  fweet  Releafc. 

4  I'll  praife  Him  while  He  lends  me  Breath, 
And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in  Death, 

Praife  (hall  employ  my  nobler  Powers ; 
My  Days  of  Praife  fhali  ne'er  be  paft, 
Wiiile  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft 

Or  Immortality  endures, 

M  HYMN 
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HYMN  CXXX. 

THEE  will  I  love,  O  Lord  my  Power  : 
My  Rock  and  Fortrefs  is  the  Lord, 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  and  my  Tower, 

My  Horn  and  strength,  my  Shield  and  Sword; 
Secure  I  truft  in  his  Defence, 
I  ftand  in  His  Omnipotence. 

2  Still  will  I  invocate  his  Name, 

And  fpend  my  Life  in  Prayer  and  Praife, 
His  Goodnefs  own,  his  Promife  claim. 

And  look  for  all  faving  Grace, 
'Till  all  his  Saving  Grace  1  fee, 
From  Sin  and  Hell  for  ever  free. 

3  He  fav'd  me  in  Temptation's  Hour, 

Horribly  caught  and  compafs'd  round. 
Exposed  to  Satan's  raging  Power, 

In  Floods  of  Sin  and  Sorrow  drownM, 
Condemn'd  the  Second  Death  to  feel. 
Arretted  by  the  Pains  of  Hell. 

4  To  GoD  my  God  with  plaintive  Cry 

I  call'd  in  Agony  of  Fear, 
My  humble  Wailings  pierced  the  Sky, 

My  Groanings  reached  his  gracious  Ear, 
He  heard  me  from  his  glorious  Throne. 
And  fent  the  timely  Refcue  down. 

HYMN  CXXXI. 

I      QOldiers  of  Christ,  arife, 

O  And  put  your  Armour  on. 
Strong  in  the  Strength  which  Goo  fupplieJ 

Thro'  his  Eternal  Son  ; 

Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hofts, 

And  in  his  mighty  Power, 

^  '  Who 
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Who  in  the  Strength  of  Jesus  trufts 
Is  more  than  Conqueror. 

2  Stand  then  in  His  great  Might, 
With  all  His  Strength  endu'd. 

And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight. 

The  Panoply  of  Goo  ; 

That  having  all  Things  done. 

And  all  your  Conflicts  pali. 
Ye  may  o'ercome  thro'  Christ  alone. 

And  ftand  entire  at  laft. 

3  Stand  then  againft  your  Foes, 
In  clofe  and  firm  Array  : 

Legions  of  wily  Fiends  oppofe 
Throughout  the  Evil  Day  ; 
But  meet  the  Sons  of  Night, 
But  mock  their  vain  Defign, 

Arm'd  in  the  Arms  of  Heavenly  Light, 
Of  Righteoufnefs  Divine. 

4  Leave  no  unguarded  Place, 
No  Weakness  of  the  Soul, 

Take  every  Virtue,  every  Grace, 

And  fortify  the  Whole  ; 

IndifTolubly  join'd, 

To  Battle  all  proceed  ; 
But  arm  yourfelves  with  all  the  Mind 

That  was  in  Christ  your  Head. 

5  Let  Truth  the  Girdle  be, 
That  binds  your  Armour  on. 

In  faithful,  firm  Sincerity 
To  Jesus  cleave  alone. 
Let  Faith  and  Love  combine 
To  guard  your  valiant  Bread  : 

The  Plate  be  Righteoufnefs  Divine, 
Imputed,  and  Impreft. 

6  Still  let  your  Feet  be  fiiod, 
Ready  His  Will  to  do, 
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Ready  in  all  the  Ways  of  Go  i> 

His  Glory  to  purfue: 

Ruin  is  fpread  beneath. 

The  Gofpel  Greaves  put  on, 
And  fafe  thro'  all  the  Snares  of  Death 

To  Life  eternal  run. 

7  But  above  all,  lay  hold 

On  Faitii's  victorious  Shield, 
Arm'd  with  that  Adament,  and  Gold, 

Be  fure  to  win  the  Field  ; 

Jf  Faith  furround  your  Heart, 

Satr.?:  (hall  be  lubdued  ; 
Repeird  his  every  fiery  Dart, 

And  quench'd  with  Jesu's  Bloods 

8  Jesus  hath  died  for  You  ! 
What  can  his  Love  withftand  ? 

Believe  ;  h??ld  fail  your  Shield  :  and  wh 
^halI  pluc'.T  you  from  his  Hand  I 
Believe,  that  }esus  reigns. 
All  Power  to  Him  is  given  ; 

Believe,  'till  freed  from  Sin's  Remains, 
Believe  yourfclves  to  Heaven. 

9  Your  Rock  can  never  fhake  : 
}lither.  He  faith,  come  up! 

The  Helmet  o-f  Salvation  take. 
The  Confidence  of  Hope  : 
Hope  for  his  perfed  Love, 
Hope  for  his  People's  Reft, 

Hope  to  fit  down  with  Cj'Rist  above. 
And  iliare  the  Marriage  Feall. 

10  Brandifh  in  Faith  'till  then 

'I  he  Spirit's  two  edg'd  Sword, 
Hew  r.ll  the  Siwres  of  Fiends  and  Men 
Jn  Pieces  with  the  Word  ; 
'Tis  z'.ntttn  ;  This  applied 
Baffte?  their  Strength,  and  Art ; 
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Spirit  and  Soul  with  this  divide, 
And  Joints  and  Marrow  part. 

1 1  To  keep  your  Armour  bright, 
Attend  with  conllant  Care, 

Still  walking  in  yeor  Captain's  Sight, 

And  watching  unto  Prayer  ; 

Ready  for  all  Alarm?, 

StedfalHy  fet  your  Face, 
And  always  exercife  your  Arm«, 

And  ufe  your  every  Grace. 

1 2  Pray,  without  ceafing  pray, 
(Your  Captain  gives  the  Word) 

His  Summons  chearfully  obey. 

And  call  upon  the  Lord; 

To  God  your  every  Want 

In  Inftant  Prayer  difplay. 
Pray  always,  pray,  and  nevei  faint. 

Pray,  without  ceafing  pray. 

13  In  Fellowlhip  ;  alone, 

To  God  with  Faith  draw  near. 
Approach  his  Courts,  befiege  his  Throne 

With  all  the  Powers  of  Prayer  : 

Go  to  his  Temple,  go, 

Nor  from  his  Altar  move ; 
Let  every  Houfe  his  Worfhip  know. 

And  every  Heart  his  Love. 

14  To  God  your  Spirits  dart. 
Your  Souls  in  Words  declare, 

Or  groan,  to  Him  who  reads  the  Heart, 

Th'  unutterable  Prayer  : 

His  Mercy  new  implore, 

And  now  fhew  forth  his  Praife, 
In  Shouts,  or  filent  Awe,  adore 

His  Miracles  of  Grace. 
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15    Pour  out  your  Souls  to  God, 

And  bow  them  with  your  Knees, 
And  fpread  your  Hearts  and  Hands  abroad^ 

And  pray  for  5/w;'s  Peace  ; 

Your  Guides  and  Brethren  bear 

Forever  on  your  Mind  ; 
Extend  the  Arms  of  mighty  Prayer, 

Ingrafping  all  Mankind. 

x6    From  Strength  to  Strength  go  on, 

Wreflle,  and  light,  and  pray, 
Tread  all  the  Powers  of  Darknefs  down, 

And  win  the  well  fought  Day  j 

Still  let  the  Spirit  cry 

In  all  his  Soldiers,  "  Come,'* 
*Till  Christ  the  Lord  defcends  from  high^ 

And  takes  the  Conqu'rors  Home. 

HYMN  CXXXII. 

£     \   W  AY  my  unbelieving  Fear  ! 

1%  Fear  (hall  in  me  no  more  have  Place  ; 
My  Saviour  doth  not  yet  appear. 

He  hides  the  Brightnefs  of  his  Face  ; 
But  fliali  I  therefore  let  Him  go, 

And  bafely  to  the  Tempter  yield  ? 
No,  in  the  Strength  of  Jesus,  no  ! 

1  never  will  give  up  my  Shield. 

Altho'  the  Vine  its  Fruit  deny, 

Altho'  the  Olive  yield  no  Oil, 
The  withering  Fig-treee  drop  and  die. 

The  Field  elude  the  Tjller's  Toil, 
The  empty  Stall  no  Herd  afford, 

And  perifh  all  the  bleating  Race, 
Yet  will  I  triumph  in  the  Lord, 

The  God  of  my  Salvation  praife. 

2  Barren  altho'  my  Soul  remain, 

And  no  one  Bud  of  Grace  appear. 
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No  Fruit  of  all  my  Toil  and  Pain, 
But  Sin,  and  only  Sin  is  here; 

Altho'  my  Gifts  and  Comforts  loft. 
My  blooming  Hopes  cut  off  I  fee,* 

Yet  will  I  in  my  Saviour  truft. 
And  glory  that  He  died  for  me. 

In  Hope  believing  againft  Hope, 

Jesus  my  Lord  and  God  I  claim, 
Jf.su s  my  Strength  fhall  lift  me  up, 

Salvation  is  in  Jesu's  Name : 
To  me  he  foon  fhall  bring  it  nigh. 

My  Soul  lhall  then  outftrip  the  Wind, 
On  Wings  of  Love  mount  up  on  high. 

And  leave  the  World  and  Sin  behind. 
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Glory  to  God  whofe  fovereign  grace  75  79 

God  of  rry  life,  w  hofe  gracious  power  78  83 

God  of  unexampled  grace  123  122 

H 

Holy  I.air.b,  who  thee  rtccive     —  20  20 

Hr.r'^,  dull  foal,  how  ev'ry  thing  24  2; 

Hail  that  day  that  fees  hi  11  rife    —  29  30 

Hsppy  Magdalen,  to  whom         —  30  31 

Hapy  foa'.,  tliat  fafe  from  harms  33  33 

How  fad  our  ftatc  by  nature  is  36  3-6 

Happy  the  fouls  to  jefus  joined  44  4a 

Hail,  Father,  whofe  creating  call  52  56 

Hail  Gcd  the  Son^  in  glory  crown'd  52  57 

Hall,  Holy  Ghoft,  Jehovah,  third  5S  63 

Hail,  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord    58  64 

Harpy  the  man  that  finds  the  grace  65  70 

Happy  foul,  thy  days  are  ended  60  66 

He  dies,  the  heavenly  lo^  er  dies  83  89 

He  comes,  he  comes,  the  judge  fevere  8i  87 

Head  of  thy  church  triumphant  132  128 
1 

Jefu,  com.e,  n^y  hope  of  glory  12  i  o 

Jefu,  my  Lord  attend           —   16  14 

infinite  povv'r,  etern:  lLord  - — —  42  44 

jefu,  thou  art  my  light'oufnefs  55  to- 

Jefu,  my  life,  thyfelf  apply    56  61 

Jefu,  thy  blood  and  right'oufnefs  ti  67 


INDEX. 

P.  H. 

I  ihirft,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God  70  75 

JefuSj  in  whom  the  Godhead's  rays  72  77 

Jefus  thy  boundieis  love  to  me  108  1 10 

Jefus  drinks  the  bitter  cup  124  123 

Jefu,  let  thy  pitying  eye  125  124. 

I'll  praife  my  Maker  while  Tve  breath  133  129 

L 

Lord,  if  thou  the  grace  impart,    —  21  21 

Lord  and  God  of  heavenly  pow'rs  22  22 

Lord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee  39  40 

Lord,  where  fliall  guilty  fouls  retire  40  41 

Let  him  to  whom  we  now  belong  41  43 

l  et  ev'ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fpeak  45  48 

Let  heaven  and  earth  agree          —  94  98 

Lo,  God  is  here,  let  us  adore  104  1C7 

Lamb  of  God,  whofe  bleeding  love  128  125 

Love  divine,  all  loves  excelling  113  127 

M 

My  God,  I  am  thine           ■  6  2 

My  God  !  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys  49  53 

My  foul  before  thee  prolL-ate  lies  65  71 

o 

O  Jefus,  my  reil                 ■  6  ^ 

O  Jefus  my  hope              '  7  4 

O  thou  holy  Lamb  divine  •  20  19 

O  fun  of  right'oufnefs  arife  - 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  pad  35  35 

O  thou  who  when  I  did  complain  40  42 

O  that  my  load  of  fin  were  gone  y]  77 

O  God,  my  God,  my  ail  thou  art  7S  84 

O  Lhou  our  hufband,  brother,  friend  80  85 

Our  Lord  is  rifen  from  the  dead  85  91 

O  Love  divine,  how  f-^'eet  thou  art  !  102  105 

O  love  divine,  what  hail  thou  done  r  u  2  1 1  2 

O  God  of  our  forefathers  hear  113  1 1  -j 

O  what  fnall  I  do,  my  Saviour  to  praife?  119  118 
P 

Praife  be  to  the  Father  given     —  12  g 

Praife  ye  the  Lord,  ye  immortal  quires  59  65 

Praife  ye  ihe  Lord  ;  Tis  good  to  raife  70 


INDEX. 

R 

Regent  of  the  worlds  above   . 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  king  

S 

Son  of  God  thy  bleffing  grant  — — i 
Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  Grace 
Sinners,  obey  the  gofj^el  word 
Stay,  thou  infultcd"  fpirit  ftay  — - 
Sinners,  rejoice,  your  peace  is  made 
Soldiers  of  Chnft,  arife  — 

T 

Thou  very  pafchal  Lamb,   

1'hee  we  adore,  eternal  name 
The  Lord  !  how  fearful  is  his  Name 
7'he  fpacious  f  rmament  on  high 
Thou,  Jefus,  art  our  King  ■ 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns   

Thou  God  of  truth  and  love  — ^ — • 
Thee  Jefa,  thee  the  iinner  3  friend 
Thou  God  of  glorious  majefty 
The  Lord  my  paflure  fliall  prepare, 
Thee  uill  I  love  my  ftrength  my  tower 
Thou  hidden  fource  of  calm,  repofe 
Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  whofe  height 

'Tis  iinilh'd  !  'tis  done   

Thee  will  I  love  O  Lord  my  pow'r 

w 

Who  in  the  Lord  confide  ■ 
When  rifing  from  the  Bed  of  Death 
When  all  the  mercies  of  my  God 
With  glory  clad,  with  llrength  array'd 
When  fhali  thy  lovely  face  be  feen 
When  1  furvey  the  w  ond'rous  crofs 
Wretchdd,  helplefs  and  dillrefs'd 
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16 

47 

74 
84 
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'5 

37 
5« 
78 
90 

1 26 


Ye  fimplc  fouls  that  ftray 
Ye  who  dwell  above  the  fkies 
Ye  fervants  of  God  — - 


17 
26 
122 


17 

27 

21 


Tlie  (jamutor  Scale  of  Miifir- 


^g^— ^^^^ 


Gamut 


The  Gamut  is  the  Grouiic^  of  all  Muficyvh.e- 
therVocal  or  Tnflrumental^and  therefore  oTijhtlo 
be  gjOt  hy  Heart  both  forward  and  backward^that  W 
np  and  downy ery  perfect.  _  Obferve^all  Notes 
below  Gamut  are  callci  Double^as  FF  and  FH  - 
and  all  above  the  5  lines  in  the  Treble  are  call^iTi 
ALT^as  G.in  Alt^l^c.  and  lines  added  abovethe5 
lines  in  the  Treble^and  below  Gamut  are  call^ 
Liedger  lines  ,  . 

The  three  Characters  in  the  above  Sraleare 
call'd  Cliffs^becatife  they  determine  what  Partthe 
Mnficis  of.Viz.^^is  the  G.  Cliff^f or  the  Treble 
crupper  P^rt^andis  always  on  the  Second  line. 

is  the  C,or  Tenor  Cliff,and  contains  all 
the  Inner  parts  of  Mufic^as  Tenor  and  Contra 
Tenor,  this  Cliff  may  alfobe  of  further  nfe  for 
\y  placing  it  on  an;^  of  the  5  linesjou  maj  often 
Keep  the  Notes  within  their  Comparand  there  ' 
by  avoid  Liedger  linesjand  obferve/hat  on 


11 


whatever  line  this  Cliff  is  foimd^that  line  is  to 
he  calfd  C.  the  other^g  is  the  F  Cliff  for| 
Bafs^orloweft  part  of  Mirfic^and  ftands  on  the 
foTtrth  1  ine  above  Gamut . 


Semlhreve.  Minum.Crotchet.Quaver. 

iS'  otes  -Q      I      p    I      f-  I 


S  em  i  qu  ave  r.D  em  i  Semi  quav  er.  2Bars.5Bars, 


f- 


4Bars.8Bars.   1 3  Bars  Bars 


J 


4 


Slow  Grave  Q^Uck 
Cgmraon     C  -  Time 

1  Semibreve-  -  -  -   o  Contains 

2  Minums  "p"  ^"^^ 

4-  Crotchets  '^^^^^^^S^ 
8  Quavers         "jT]^  [^^^ 


iii 


Triple  (very  Slow) Time  Grave. 
2_  4- 

■j"r7 


Brilk 
3 
S 

r 

In  CommoTi  Time  the  Sloweft  Movement 
s  one  Semibreve  or  two  Minums  in  a. Bar. 
nd  is  performd  in  Sound  whilejrbu  canTei_ 
rely  faj-  One^Two^Three^Four,  ^  half  there^ 
with  the  Hand  or  Foot  down^and  the  other 
alf  up:  always  ohfervingjour  Hand  or  Foot 
luft  he  put  down  at  the  beginning  of  everjr 
Ur,and  taken  up  when  the  Bar  is  half  End- 
d. 


iv 


Example  in  Common  Time  . 
Very  Slow     Grave        Brifk      Quick  Q^^^rk 


a  up       d  d  u  u      d  d  u  u      d  d  d  u 

In  Triple  Time^the  Sloweft  part  has  three 
Minums  or  one  pri rial  Semibreve  in  a  Bai> 
two  with  the  Hand  down^and  one  up  —  to. 
he  Sung  while jroii  can  leifurely  tell  One^, 
Two^Three^     This  fort  of  Time  is  onefou^ 

rth  quicker  in  every  Bar  than  Common 
Time , 

Very  Slow    Grave       Grave  Brifk 
P?2 


m 


A  Dot  after  any  Note. adds  half  its  own 
length  to  it. as  '  P'is  equal  to ^  ^  ^ 

TheBafs  being  the  FoTindation  of  all 
Mufic^tlie  Kej/s  take  their  Denomination  . 
from  thencejfor,the  lafl  Note  of  the  Bafs  . 
of  anj^  Tune  is  the  KeyrNote      all  Tunes  are 
either  Flat  or  Sharp^which  the  5^  above  the. 
Kej  Note^alwajs  determins^for  if  ^tis a  ShaiT^ 
"3.  the  Tune  is  in  a  Sharp  Ke)>i  fa  Flat  '5^,. 
the  Tune's  in  a  Flat  Kejr,alfo  the  <rt^  and  7  . 
of  a  Sharp  Key  will  be  Sharp^and  th(?  <5^.^and 
of  a  Flat  Kej.  will  he  Flat. 


i 


v. 


The  5^  6^}"  and  7^^  are  call'd  Greater 
or  Lefser^Flat  or  Sharp^according  to  the 
NuTTiher  of  Semitones  contain^  inthem£or^ 


The  Greater^ 
or  Sharp 

A  Perfect., 


The  Lefser, 
or  Flat 

A  Defective 


half  Notes 


As  there  are  hut  two  Natural  Kejs^Viz  ,  • 
A.Flat^or  Melanchol^and  C.Sharp  or  Cheat 
ful.all  the  others  may  be  reconciled  to  them 
bvthe  help  of  Flats  and  Sharps  fet  at  thehe_ 
ginning  of  the  five  lines  . 

In  the  Natural  Diatonic  Scale^that is^  . 
where  neither  Flats  or  Sharps  are  ufed^Mi,is 
placM  upon  B. having  (La  the  laft  Note  o^Jthe 
Flat  Key  under  it:  (and  Fa  the  firft  Note  of) 
the  Sharp  Key  above  it»  —  Tn  the  compafs  of 
Eight  Notes jrou  will  always  have  two  that  are 
only  half  Notes^Viz,  B.and  Care  onljhalfa 
Note  diftant,alfo  E.and  F.  —  In  Solfaing  any' 
Eight  Notes  regularly  afcending,as  from  C. 
to  C.jou  call  them  Fa.  Sol.La.Fa.Scl.La^^Ti, 
Fa. 


vi. 


In  ev^ry  Octave 
Two  half  Notes^ou  hat^e^ 
Both  rifing  to  Fa^ 
From  Mi  and  from  La  • 


1  o  1 

O 

Fa 

Sol 

La 

Fa 

Sol 

La 

Ml 

m 

Ahove  vour  Mi  twice:Fa^Sol,La  —  iinderyour 
Mi  twice  La^Sol,Fa  _and  then  comes  in  Mi^ 
either  w^. 

Mi  heingjrour  Mafter  Note^or  ^uide 
for  Solfaingjthe  following  Rule  will  direct 
jou.where  to  findj^our  Mi  with  Flats  or 
Sharps  —  And  Note^whenjrour  Mi  is. found, 
all  the  Notes  ahove  and  helow  are  call^  hy 
the  fame  "Names  as  thej  are  in  the  Natural 
Keys  • 

If,  no  Flat  or  Sharp  be  fet  at  the  beginning 
of  a  Tune^Mi  is  in  B  . 

-If  B  is  Flat^Mi  is  in  E. 
.  If  B  and  Earf^  FUt^Mi  is  in  A. 
.  If  B  E  and  AsreFlat^Mi  is  in  D. 
If  F  alone  be  Sharp^Mi  is  in  F. 
If  F  and  Che  Sharp^Mi  is  in  C. 
IfF;C,an(^  G  he    Sharp^Mi  is  in  G. 
Or  for  j-our  better  remembrance.  , 

One  Flat^in  B^  remQves  to  E. 
.    Flat  B  and  E^then  A  is  Mi  .  . 


VII 


If  Flat  all  three/tis  found  in  D  .  . 
One  Sharp  in  F.then  there  is  Mi* 
Sharp  F  and  C.then  Mi  is  in  C  . 
F.  Can  d  G.  Sharps  Mi's  in  G. 

Or  jroti  may  faj^  thus . 
If  that  by  Flats  jour  Mi  j^ou  do  remove 
It  mtifl  be  called  in  the  Fourth  above;  _0r 
a  Fifth  below  its  former  place . 
If  that  hj  Sharpsj^our  Mi  removed  is 
Rife  up  five  Notes  and  then j-ou  cannot 
mifs.  _  Or  a  Fourth  below.  . 

A  Sharp  ){(  fet before  anj-Note  raifes 
it  half  a  Note  higher  than  its  natural  Pitch  j 
a  Flat  \)  .finks  any  Note  half  a  Note,  lower. 
Flats  or  Sharps  fet  at  the  beginning  of  the  5 
Lines  affect  all  the  Notes  on  thofe Lines  and 
Spaces^unlefs  contradicted  by  this  mark  a 
Natural  -  a  t).  ^.  or  l^^coming^ accidentally' 
before  a  Note^afFect  all  the  Notes  ofthatNamf 
in  that  Bar,unlefs  contradicted  hj  fome  o  — 
ther  mark.  A  repeat '.S:  is  to  Sing  that  part  ' 
over  again  where  it  is  placed  —  a  Single  Bar 
—fr  divides  the  Time  according  to  themea- 
fure  Note^a  Double  Bar^p  fhews  the  end 
of  the  Lines  in  Pfalm  and  Hymn  Tunes^it 
alfo  divides  the  feveral  Strains  or  Stanzas 
of  Song  Tunes  and  if  marked  thus^^that 
Strain  is  to  be  Sung  over  again.aHold^t 


viii. 


"Thews  that  the  Note  over  which  \is  placed muit 
be  held  fbrnethlno  longer  than  Its  common  mea- 
.rure.A  Slur  or  T^^e  f^m~'  drawn  over  or  under 
any  quantity  of  Notes^  fignlfies  they  are  all 
to  he  Sung  to  one  Syllahle.Wherejrou  meetwith 
three  Quavers  with  a  figure  of  5  over  or  under 
them^thus  j^rou  are  to  Sing  them  in  the 

Time  of   -f^p"  ^  Crotchet  • 

There  are  feveral  Graces  in  Mu  - 
fic^but  the  moft  principal  is  a  Trilljwhich  is 
the  Shaking  of  two  diftinct  Notes  eafily  up- 
on one  Syllable^ as  long  as  the  Time  allows^ 
always  heg^inning  with  the  upper^thus 


Explained  , 
it  ought  to  be  ufed  on  all  defcending  Prickd 

r.rotchetsjand  alwajrs  before  a  Clofejalfo  on  all 

defcending  fharp'd  Notes;and  on  all  defcending 

Semitonesjhutnone  fhorter  than  Crotchets  . 

The  Harmonjr  that  is  in  Mufic  proceeds 

from  the  diftance  of  Sounds  well  placed  in  ^ 

Two,Three,Four^or  more  parts^ which  are  calld 

Concords  or,Difcords.the  Concords  are  Perfect, 

or  Tmperfect.The  Imperfect  are  lefsbjhalf  a 

Note  than  the  Perfect     The  Concords  are 

the  5lJ  and        The5^^  and  8^]^  are 


Perfect  Cords.the  3^  and  T*)'  are  Imperfect 
the  2'}  4*^  ana  7* 


The  Difcords  are 


3 


p 


lo 


(-1 


♦J 

a; 
P- 

e 


O 
U 


^  c 


(T3 

c 


a; 


u 


'tlie  Eight  Notes  AfcenAing  and  DefcendiTi<i 


-e — 

O 

La 

Mi 

Fa 

Sol 

La 

Fa 

Sol 

O 

O 

Sol    La    Mi     Fa    Sol    La    Fa  So^. 


HYMN  1,9.5.  ^- 

Old  German.         Shorteft  Meafure, 


I 


All  Glory  and  Praifeyfo  the  Ancientof 
r7\  ir 


5 


XI 


Days^Who  va%   bom  and  was  Slain  to  re 


m 


deem    a    loft  race* 


Pafsion 


Shorteft  Meafure  doable. 


O  Jf-Tiis  my  Hop e^  For    me  ofFer'^d 


tip, Who  with  cla-  mour  purfuM  thee  to 


5 


r.Jvary's'.  Top^  The  Blood  thou  haft 


6. 


2* 


fhed^  For    me  let  it  pleaJ^    aiid  d.e. 


05 


clare  thou  haft    died  'nf  thy  Murderers 


5 


fteaJ.    Anil  de_ clare    ihou  haft 

Ji_   ^  ^ 


i 


t±r± 


died  in  thj  Mur__derers   ftead  . 
Sacrament. 


75" 


3 


Ah  tell  me  no  more^The  Spiritand 


our  God^isnotto  he. 


7- 


found  in   this    life  gi^-ii^g  Faod. 

/ :/ YM  V  7.8. 

New  Years  Day*       The  former  donhle 


5 


CoiTie  let  tis    a-new    Our  Joiirneypun 


fue^  Roll  down  with  the  Yeai>And 


never   ftand  Aill^till  the     Matter  ap_ 


-# — #- 


pear:  His  a  _  dorable    Will  Let  us 


'  J  -1  ^ 

gladly 

ful 

f  jlj   And  our 

Talents  im— 

8. 


1 


prove    By  the     Patience  of  Hope  andjr 


Labour     of  Love,  By  the    Patience  of 


Hope  and  the       Labour  of  Love 


Havant 


HYMJ^^.IO. 


1 


Praife  he   to  the    Father  given^ 


Ghrift  he     gave       Us    to  fave^ 
 ^ 


Now  the  Heirs  of   Heaven  • 


HYMlSni.12.  ^- 

Brentfcrd.  Short  Meafure. 


3: 


or 


Thonvery    Pafchal  LambMTiofeBloodf 


3 


rr 


us  was  fhed^  •  Throwhomwe  out  o£ 


Egypt  came,    Thy  ranfoirfd  People  lead« 


Hymn  13.14 

Lamps  • 


Father^oTir  Hearts  we   lift  Up 


— 4 

— 

to  tly  gracious  Throne^ And  blefsthee 


tor  the     precious  Gift,  Of  thine  in 


10. 


51:  = 


m 


carnate  Son:  The  Gift  imfpeakaMe  We 


thankfully     receive^  And   to  the 


World  thy  Goodnefs     tell^  And  to  thj 


Glory  live^  And  to  thj  Glory  live 


HYMKhS.iS, 


Oulne 


!7 


-f  

\^  T 

Who  in  the  Lord  con-fide^  And 


i 


J 


feel  his  fprinkled  Blood,  In  Storms 


3 


Hurricanes      abide  Firm  asjr  Monnt  of 


GOD  .  Stedfaft  and  fixt  and  fure/HiswSioii 


cannot  move;      His  faithful  People 

'  On 


ftand  fecure     In  ,Je  ^fus  guard ianLove. 

Hymn  ii. 

Dryden  s  . 


4 


 i^-V 


E 


Ye    fimple    Souls  that  ftrav.. 


6 

fromjPath    of  Peace^That  un_frequentec7 


12. 


-e- 


Waj      To  Life    arid  Happi  _i  nefs:); 


* 


Ho^  long  will       jrour     Follj  love 


0 — 0 


atid  throng  the       downward  Road,; 


!# 


And  hate  the     Wifdoni    from    a  L 


bove  fc^  mock    the   Sons  of  GODS 


HYMNlS.l^. 


Bra 


Sevens  , 


i 


Son  of  GOD  thy    Blefsing  grant; 


13. 


— 

m 

( : 

— e 

I 


Still  fup^ply  my    every  Want;  Tree 


I 


.  of    Life>  thine     In    fluerice  fhed ^ 


m 

— d 

- 

With  thj    vSap    my       Spirit  feed 

HYMN  20.  21. 

Savannah , 


-J 

L- J 

-r 

■-e 

Holj   Lamb^  who    thee  receive^ 


^^^^o  in     thee     be- gin    to  live,. 


Day  and    Night   they    cry  to  Thee^. 


14. 


rf  i  r  ;jiJ  iiiihi 

As  thou  art^  fo      let  us    be  . 


HYMisf  99.  .9.5 

Plymouth  . 


Lord  and    God    of  heavenly 


ir 


Powers^  •  Theiri^et  Oh  I  henignly: 


Ours       Glorious    King,  let  Earth 


proclaim^  Worms  attempt  to 


1 


chant  thy  Name 


HYMN  24.^^-  1^ 

Salifburj. 


it* 


Glory  be  to  GOD  onhigh  Hal^ 


le   ^   Itijah^       GODwh-ofe  ^ 


i 


Glorj       fills  tlie    Sky;    Hal  — 


i 


XT 


le  —  lujah.     Peace  on  Earth t» 


I 


0-^  0- 


Man  forgiv^i^      Hal    le— Iti-. 


n 


jah^    Man  the  well  l>e_  lov>l  of 


Hymn  26. 

CooVhmn  . 


1^ 


Clapj^our  Hands^jre    People  all^ 


^5 


ijrf;irj  A4-H 


Prailethe  God  on     whom  ^e  call 


 Q 

W  

-  Lift^our  Voic^and  Ihout  his  Praife^ 


i 

 1 

Triumph  in  his      Sovereign  Grace 

Hymn  27 


Minories  • 


i 


Ye  who    dwell      above  the  Skies^ 


-e 

^7 


5 

r-H  1 

1  h-i- 

m 

 #-ir 

— 

1 

Qj   

1 

—m 

— d — 

Hymn  28. 2S 

Love  Feaft 


— ^ — h- 

-r 

<: 

— e- 
4 

Give  vre  all  with    one   accord^  Glo— 


L  1 

to    praife  in  Chrift  to   praife  in 
vy      to     our      Glo-  vy     to  our 


TT 


Hj-mns  Dr  ine^ 


common  ).or(3: 


Handstand  Hearts, 


■Q 


e— r 


23 


and     Voices     raife,  ^i^g  inth'^ 


18. 


3 


-0- 


m 


an ci  enl  D av An  _  t e  _  date  the  Joys 


^ 

1 

y-4 

-\r- 

HYMN  30. 


Afcenfion  . 


Hailthe  Day  that    fees   h\m  rife 


-J 


Ravlfh^d  from  our     wifhfnl  Kyes 


Peaicetias  his     native  HeavV 


Chrlft  a-while  to   Mortals  givn. 


Tlicre  tLe  rompons    Trl  ^iirnph  waits: 


m 


Z2f 


Liftj'OurHeads  K  _  ternal    Gates  I 


 ""^^^  1 

1 — ' 

Wide  unfold  the    radient  Scene; 


-A-U  ^— ^  1 

i 

i 

Take  the  King  of     Glo_ry     in  I 


i  1  .     ,     ^,  r 

J    1  !  i  ^ 

-< 
_ 

p 


Hymn  3i . 

Magdalen  • 


0.m  ^ 


20. 


f 


-Ir  ^ 


Chrlft  the  Lord   vouchlafd  tapf.ear. 


Kewly^  rifen  from  the  Tomb:Wotilcl  he 


firll  be    feen     \sj   Her!  Her  by  feven 


1 


Devils  pofsefl^      Till  his  Word  the 


71  /ILr^ 


fiends  ex-n  el'd  auenchdjHellwlthin  her 


Breaft^All  her  Sin  and   Sicknefs  heald^ 


— ^ 

( 


"    All  her  wSin  and  Sicknefs  healed , 


Foundery, 

fc^'-  imi 


21 


GOD    of      all  redeem^ing 


Grace^        Bj  thy  Pardon ingLovero 


peld. 


Up    to     thee  our 


Souls  we      raife>     Up    to  thee  our 


Anji„.in'|,ii^-F^ 


Bodies jrield.  Thoji  our      Sa  —  cri  ^ 
^^llile  to      thee  a 


i 


1^ 


lone.^^ 

we  liv 

' — V 

VTille.;^ 

we 

(,.)  • 

die      to      thee  a-.l 


one 


Z2. 


Bursal. 


Thee  we      a.dore^   e_  ter.nal 


r 

— =•  - 

— > 

v->V-©  1 

■  v- 

Name^  And  humbly  own  to  The How 


I— 

4 

feeble      is       our  mortal  Frame^ 


ax 


H 


Q — rf 


o 


What    dy_ing    Worms  we  ht 


-  •  -  "I  ■ 

Fetter*  Lane  . 


m 

!  (:>    Q  ^ 

1         1  1 

How  fad  our    State  by   Nature  isi 


XT 


-e- 


Our  Sin  how  d^ep  it  ftainslAnd  Satan 


2S. 


-^h-^^  f 

— e — 

m 


hind    our     captive     Souls.  Faft 


in    his  fla  _vifh  Chains 

HYMN38.53. 

Burford. 


1  ? 


•  O   Sun  of  Riohteoufnefs  a^rife. 


1 

-T-rr-^ 

\ — 

1 

AVith  Healin0    iri  thy  Wino  1  To 


i 


■e- 


ny      difeas'd^  mj    faintinc:  SotiI^  Life 


rr 


and     Sal  _va  -tioii  ^rino  • 


24 


HYMAr40.41 


Bexl 


Lord,  all  I     am    is    known  to 


.ft..||.l|fTW^g 


Thee^    In  vain  niy  Soul  would  trjr.  To 


fhun  thy    .  Pre  -fence^  or  to  flee 


The    notice      of  thine  Eye 
Liverpoole. 


33: 


O  Thou  who  when  I     did  complain^ 


m 

26. 


XX- 


n 


i 


Saviour,  do     not  now  difdain^  My 


5 


J 


humhle       P^aife    and  Love. 

Hymn  44.. 

Leeds  . 


In.finite  PowV^E-ternalLordr 


How  fove reign  is  thj  Handl  All  Na  _ 


^<  r 

rfi 

ture    rofe  t*obej  t}wWo£fV»  Andmqves 


at    thj  Command^  _  _  _  Ana 


2b. 


moves  at     thj  Command  . 

Hymn  ^.5. 46. 

Wenvo. 


I 


From    whence   thefe    dire  Por- 


4^ 

m 

-e 

c; 

— Pi — m 

:  

— 

tents      around.   That  Earth  and 


Heav'n  ,  ama7e  C       Wherefore  do 


Earthquakes  cleave  the  c/round^Wly^ 


0^ 


hides  the  Sun  his   Rajs  J  Why  hides  the 


27- 


Snn^  Whv  hides  the    Sun  his  Raysi 

i/YMA^  47.48. 


Aldrich. 


m 

s  - 

1  

-V, 

Sweet  is.  the  Memory    of  th 


Grace^     Mj  God  mj  Heav'nlj  King: 
Let  Age  to  Age  thy  Righteoufnefs^ 
Let    Age  to    Age  thy  Righteoufnefs, 

^^^^^ 

In  vSounds  of     Glo-ry  fin<i,In 


28. 


Sounds  of     Glorv     i'\r\<i  • 

Hymn  4s  .,5o 

Briftol. 


— L 

Being  of    Beings^  God  of  Love^ 


To  thee  our  Hearts  we  raife :  Thy 


all  I II  ft  a  fniug  PowV  we  prove^  And 


gladly    fing  thy  PraKe.  Hal  Jelujah^ 


Hal-1  el tijah^  Halle _lTi_jah  Amen 


Hymn 


^ — ^  w 

When  all  the   Mer  _  cies     of  mj 


±1. 


God^  Mj     rifing  Soul   furvejs^  Whv 


my     cold  Hearty  Why    tny  cold 


Heart  att  thru  not  loft^  art  then  not 


1 

Init     In  Won  _der,Love  and  Praife 
Cornilh, 


- 

•- 

Come  let     us     join  our  chearfTil 


30. 


SongvS,Wlth  Angels  round  the  Throne; 
Ten  Ihoufand  thoufand    are  their  Tongues, 


— 

-0 

-1^ 

But  all  their    Jojs  are  one:  Ten 
thoufand  thoufand  are    their  TonguevS^ 


-HP- 

But    all         their  Jojs  are  one. 


BrocVnrers.        Eight  and  wSix  Double. 

God      of     all  Grace  and  Majef_ 
If       T    have     Mercy  found  with 


31. 


ty,  Supremely  great  and  good^  The 
thee;Thro' the    a  -  to  -ning  Blbod:^ 


Guard  of     all    fhj  Mercies  give^An^l 


j  II  f  1.1  Jl 


to    TTVy    Pardon  join     A  fearlefs 


rn 


I   fhou^d      ever    grieve  The  gracious 


Spirit   Divine  . 

Hymn  JJ. 

Matthews. 


Almight)^   God    of  Truth  and Lovpjp 


o2. 


i 


XL 


me  thy  Power    exerts  llieMotmtain 


rr 


from  my    Soul    remove^  The 

-  7^       ^  1 


to 


Hardnefs    from    mv   Heatt:  M 


ly   Heart:  i^ij 


TT 


-    moft  ob  -  d urate  Heart  fubdiie^  In 

.  .  ir 


Honour      of     thy   Sou^  And  now  the 


rarioTis  Wonder 


fhew>  And 


■e— ^ 


-e- 


5tE 


take     a    —   waj^  the  Stone 


Hymn  66.61. 


— 1 

p 

0- 

'     1  1 

4~i  L 

fall 


3rc 


\I ntiuml) er'cl  Wo rl  d  s    atte n d  ^ 


Je.ho  -vah^  compre  —  hending 


all^        Whom  none   can      compre  _ 


hend 


In  Light    un^fearch-a  _ 


-^^^  


ble    enthron'd^        ^\^lich  An^^els 


— m. — ^ 

— 

A  1  

dimly  fee^ 


The  Fonntair 


of  the       Godhead  own^d^ 


And 


»  ^  r— 

foremoft     of    the    Three . 
Pauls. 


Father^how    wide  thy  Glories 


fhine^  How  hioh  thy  Wonders     rife^  \ 


Known  thro'   the  Earth  bj 


thoTifand  Sions^  By  thoufamd 


3r. 


thro*  the  Sl<ies 


Thofe  mighty 


Orbs  proclaim    thj  PowerrTheir. 


— ^ 


mo-tions  fpeak  thy  Skill:  And 


on  the  Winos    of     everj-  Hour  We 


read  thy     Patience  ftill 

Hymn  60. 6i. 

Spittlefields  . 


to 

Jefu^    thou  art   my  Righteous 


36. 


Tiefs^    For     all    my     Sins  were 


thine:  Thy    Death     hath  bought  of 


—  *> 
God   mj  Peace^  Thy  life  hath 


— f- 

— 

a 

Sin,  SprinVle  me      e-ver  with  thj 


P 


Bloody  And  cleanfe  and  keep  me  clean* 


Hymn  69.. 


17' 


f-n  \ 

[-5-J 

Ah  woe    is  ipe  conftraiu'd  to  dwell  a_ 


mongthe  Sons  of  Night_, Poor  Sinners 


3^- 

1  ,r-3 

1 — 

dropping     into      Hell^  \\^o  hate  the 


A*  ±- 

<7\ 

1 — ■  

1  

rl 

p-- 

V 

-V- 



-1 

 • 

( : 

Gofpel   Light:\Mldas  the  untan?dylmii- 


Race^Who  from  their  Saviour  flj:  And 


r-f — h 

-1 — r  ^ 

trample  on  his  pard  ning  Grace^And  allhis 


3 


threr/cs  de  fy.  And   all  his  threats  defy. 


38, 


HYuMN  65.64. 

Trinity. 


±3: 


Hail^  Holy-GhoflyJe  _  ho_  vahThird  In  | 


1 


order    of    the  Three:  Sprungfrom  the 


3 


Father    and  the  Wo rd^  To     all  Kterni- 


ty:  The  Spirit  brooding  o'er  tk^a.bjisOf 


-> 

i 

laj:     spoke  into  Ordej 


f  ormlefs  Waters 


all  that  is.  And  Darknefs   in  -to  Dajr, 


And     Darknefs  into  Day 


Hymn  66. 

Hallelujah. 


39. 


Praife  ye      the      Lor*!,  je'mTTioital 

* — -^-^  i 


^^^^^ 


Quire.  Thatfill  the    Realms  a —hove 


■  J- 

1 — , 

— 

Praife  him  who  ^  formMj^ou  of  his 


4^ 

u 

-J 

i; 

Fire^  And    feeds  jrou    with  his  Love 


XT 

Shine   to    his     Praife^ye  chrjft-al 


Skiej     The  floor  _  of  his  a 


bode:  Or    veil       in      Sharles  y  t.hoTifanc^ 


40. 


I 


XX 


jCt 


Eyes^      Before     ^'oiir     brighter  GOD, 


Hal.le.lujah,  Hal..le.lujah,Hane 


lujah^  Hallehtjah,  Ha]  .le.lujah,  Halle. 


iTiJah^  Halle,  liijah  J  ir-il1e-lnjah 


H^Mn  66. 

> 

i 

^Kpworth. 

Happy  Soul  X}[\y     dajrs  are  ended^ 
GoJj3^     y*noels  Gnards    at -tended^.-^ 


Ml  +]iy  mourning  days  he^— low: 
To  the     Sight    of       Je  ^  fus  go. 


41. 


Halle  ^lujah^   Halle  ^  lu-jah^  Halle_ 

&jir£f[?rij  J^'iim 


lu_jah^  Halle  —  lujah^         Amen  « 


HYMN  61. 

Cannon- 


1,-iJj!  ,4  ' 

—  ■ 

■f-^ 

Jefu^thj  blood  and  Righteoufnefs 


_    i  H  ^  

— 

-t-t3 — ^-r© — e 

1 — 

.  1 ; 

M — 1    ■  '  1.  i  -] 

M 


ij   Beauty    are  mv  glorious  DrefsJ 


XX 


Mid'ft flaming  Worlds  inthefe  arrayed 


Withjojr  fhall    I     lift  up  mjHead' 


42. 


Hymn  6S 

Stanton. 


1 


Regent  of  all    the  Worlds  above^ 


,.  IS. 

m 

•And 

-#— 

with 

un 

weried 

Swlftnefs  move. 

To  form  the  Circle  of  the  Year. 
Invitation  • 


-4 

—J 



Hafle  to  the   Sup_per    of  nvy^Lo^ 


nr  r 


Be  wife  to  knowj^our gracious  Day: 


43. 


I 


ir 


m 


i 


All  things  are  ready:      come  a  Way 


Hymn  -o 

Cambridge  • 


Happj      the      Man    that  finds  the 


Grace.The     Blefsincj    of  Gods  chofen 


Race^  The    Wifdom  coming    from  a- 


2^ 


hove^The    Faith      that  fweet^ly 

i: 


^       works  by  Love 


44. 


Hymn  71. 


Q 

INTj  Sou]    before  thee  proftrate  lics^ 

a 


5 


To  thee^her  Source  my    Spirit  flies: 


My  wants    I     moxirn^  my  Chain^I  fee; 


^  f  <^ 


trixzE 


O  let  thy     Pre  fence     fet    me  free. 


Hymn  72 

Angels  Song. 


-e- 


Si 


rr 


5S 


-e- 


Father   if    jnftly  ftill   we  claim  ^ 


it: 


■e- 


rr 


To  tts  and  ours  the  Promi-fe  made 


46. 


m 

;!(■>  Q 

-r — h 

— 

(J 

— \ — 

To  us  Le  ,c^racioiin^     the  faitie^  Arid 


■o- 


c^o^v^lwit"h  liv  —  ing      Fire   our  Head 


Hymn  73 . 

Babjlon . 


; ! 


i 


Extended     on     a     citrfed  Tree^ 


( >  i  Q    Q  i  o  '  ( U 


IT 


Befmeard  with  dui^  and  fweat  and  Mood^ 


-e 


n  '  Q 


See  here  the  Kin0   of   Glo- rjr  fee  ] 


Sinks  and  expires  the  Son  of  GOD  . 


45. 


HYMN  74 

An^lefea . 
— ^  L\ 


HI? 


XI 


^5 


EternalDepth  of  Love  Divine^  In 


1=^ 

— 

-OW 


1/  ^ 

 i — 

1  1  

b right tly  beaming   Glories  fhine  i  How 


wide  thy  heal 


13 


4-^ 


Streams  are   fpread  i 


Hymn  7J. 

Stockton . 


f 

-  ( ; 

(  : 

1 

I  thirft  thou   wounded   Lamb  of 


47. 


1 


■e- 


God_^      To  wafh  me  in    thy  cleanfing 


i 


i 


Bloody     To  dwell  within       thy  Wounds; 


than  Pain        is  fweet^and  Life  or 


p — # 


Death      is  Gain:     and    Life    or  Death 


rr 


is    Gain  • 


Hymn  76^.  77. 


Iflincjton 
o 


Brother  in  Chrift  and  well  be-lo\-eci 


48. 


" — \ — 

4- 

M  

To  Je-sus  and  his    Servant   dear^  En_ 


ter  and  fhew  thy  felf  approv'rl :  Enter^ 


9 


find, Enter    and  find  that  GOD  is  here  . 


Hymj\^  78 . 

Evefham  , 


O   that  load  of  Sin  were  gone 


n 


XI 


0  that  I  cond  at  lail  fuhmit^  At 


i 


rr 


'  t  '  '  Q  h^—  4-J  "  ^  ^ 

Jefiis  Peet- to  lay  it  clown ^  To  lay  nj^ 


49. 


l'. 

.  1- 

— 1  :  ^ 

Sou]     at    Jefu's      Feet^  to    lay  my 


Soul    at      Jefu\  Feet . 


Zoar . 


p 


■e 


With   Glory     clad     v^ith  Strength  ail 


jfcvj[jj,rirrrriJ^ 


-ray^d^  The  Lord  that  o're  all   Na  — ture 


-- — 

- — 1 

( ; 

( : 

— h 

-e 

t±:it: 

ly  laid^  And  the  vafi:  Fa  -  — 


So. 


¥3C 


brick^and     th.e        vaft   Fa  _ 


"brick  flill  fuftains 


Hymn  8i 


Pal  mi's 


3 


9=3 


cr~r 


Etex-nal  Power^whofehigh  abode  be 


fa 


s 


3 


t± 


comes  the  Grr.ndeur     of  a  GOD;  Infinite 


lengths  V) ey ond  y  Bounds  where  Stars 


_  -    revolve  their  little  Rounds. 


61 


-pff-rff 

rai 

fe  0x1 

r  P 

'ear1 

ts  anc 

I.  Voi _ces^.J 

w 

by 

■  h- r 

-V- 

in     his   Praife:  His  Nature  and  his 


Works  in^vite 


To   make  this 


3 


i 


Duty      .  our        delight^  To 


uiake    this      Du--ty     our  de_ 


E 


e- 


ligiit 


m 


Hyjtn  84. 

"Welling. 

— \^  I  I 


3 


rr 


■e- 


God       of       my    Life  whofe  oracioiis 
Or    Uirn'l  ^^^'^  ^fa  -  tal 

A}  9  I 


roNveTT-  Thro^  various  Deaths  itv>' 
Hour_,      Or       •:g'lifted        up  iT^y 


r ) 


15: 


-T — r 


± 


Soul  hath  led. 
iinkiiii^  Head. 


Or    turnd    afide  th- 


1  Or 


Q  "  O 


fa  _tal  Hour^ 


Or 


lift  -ed 


up'  finkinc^  Head 


HYMX  8 J. 

Italian. 


-4M 

J 

m 

— 

— J 

J 

3^ 

a — o 


th 


ris  -  ing    Daj^   Thjfjvereign light w 


Xg3 


in       my  Heart j5       Thme  all  inlive^ 


pi 

f  ■ 

#  ! 

ning.  thine 


1       #     A  ~ 

5^ 

i 

1  !  

c; 

— 

all  inlive  —ning  Power  difplay 
Pure  els  . 


-e 


O     thou  ot[r  Hufband^  Breather 


-e 

I'Vi.-nJ.     Behold    a   Cloud  of  In  _  cenfe 


— 

— he 

' — r 

rife     The  Pravers  of     Saints  to 

TTeavn      afceiid^       Grateful  uii_ 

Qeas,  j^rateful           un  — ceas    in0 

Sa  -cri  —  fice  . 

Hymn^  88. 

j  J  Ti  dement. 

Hl  comes^he  comes  the  Judge  ferere 


S6: 


The  Seventh  Trumpet  fpeaks  hJrn  neiT,hh 


i 


LiVhtninj'-s    fiafli  his  Thunders 


-e — 


roll  Kow  we]corne  t6  the       faith_fiil  Sottl. 


f — m 


welcome^welcome^  welcome^welcome^ 


welcome  to  the     faith  _  ful  Soul 


HYMN  8S 


Luke^  . 


-e- 


-O- 


Arm  of  the  Lord^   avvake^  awake 


xz 


-0- 


Thine    own    immort  al  Strength  pnt  on: 


to 

 1 — 

i 

-e — 

 e 

— 

_u — 

<: 

-  C.) 

With  terroiir  cloath'd  the  Nations  fhake: 

-i  


TT 


And  call  thj    foes  with  fu-ry-down, 


i 


XL 


M  Q 


7 


Arife    as    in  the   ancient  Dajs^ 


XI 


XX 


TJie  Sacred  Annals     fpeak  thy  Fame; 


Ti — r 


-O- 


-e- 


Be 


now  om^ni  _  potent-lj  tiear  .  To 


■e 


^3 


endlefs  Ages       flill  the  fame  . 


Hymn 

D  refden . 


SI. 


— * — # 

— 

4 

— 

On  my  poorHeartflrln0s:deephe  lies 


The      tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  Sound 
In_  the  cold  Caverns  of  the  Ground 


Come  SaiTits,and  drop    a     tear  or 


5tl 


two^  On    the  dear  Bofom    of  j^our 

- 


•^god:  h. 


He  fhed     a  thoufand 


drops  for  ^ou/       a  thoufand  drops  of 

7^' 


richer  Blood  . 


Guernley. 


When  fhall thy  lovely  Face  befeenWien 


fluill    our    Eyes  beholcl 


And  Hills  of    gTiilt^a   hea  _vj  Load 


■  W  M    ^    M  S-!  


Ye  heavenly   Gatesj  loofe  all  j-  ChainSjLet 


the 


.ter  ^  nal    Pillars  bow^ 


BlellSaviouiycleave  the  flar-  rj.  Plains 


69' 


m 

And  make  the     cryftal   Mountains  flow 


Hymn  s<2. 

Fulham. 


4-+ 


Our  Lord    is      rifen     from  the 


i 


Dead^Our   Jefus     is  gone  up  on  high^The 


in: 


*:Tl^'i'|r.r^ 


Powers  of  Hell  are     cap  — tive  led^ 


Draog'dtothe     Portals   of    the  Sky^ 


5 


There  his   triumphal  Chariot  waits^and 


6D 


fa 


m 


Angels  chauTit  the       Solemn  La)7,Li£t 




\  - 

 1 

— Q-I 

upjTOur  Heads  the  heavenly  Gates_,the 


P 


ever      laft^ing   Doors   give  way 


the    e  — „ 


ver    lafting   Doors  give  way. 


Tomb  Stone   


• 

-t— 

On  which  the  Prince  of    Glory  (1yd 


51. 


g 


yiy  richeft  Gain   I    count  but  lofs 


And  pour  contempt    on  all  my  Pride. 


Forbid   it^Lord^that  I  fhould  boaft, 


Save  in  tbe  death  of  Chrift  my  God: 


1 


All  the  vain  things^  pleafe  me  mofl^ 


I      Sacrifice  them  to  his  Bloody 


5 

La 

-J 

s — ■ 

LJ_J 

6 

62. 


Hymn  s\. 

Funeral, 


ft 


 'T\ 


^—4 


Ah     lovelj  appearance  of  Death  What 


• 

^3 

fight  upon  Earth  is  fo  fair/  Not  all  the  gay 




Faineants  that  breath  Can  with  a  dead 


Bod^^  compare.  With   folemn  de  _ 

—  #  iwO^. 


5 


light  I  fur^'ey    The  Corps  when  the 


0    m-  - 

/7 

— p*3- 

1 

P-1 

C 

'  i 

spirit  is  fled;  IrT   love  with  the  beautiful 


Qaj^And  longing  to  lie  inhis  ftead^nd 


63. 


7^  ^ 


E 


longing  to      lie    in  its  ftead 

-<■■ 

Hymn  S6. 


Sion 


Away  with    our  Sorrow  and  Fear. 

/7^ 


We  foon  fhall    reco-ver  our  Hbme: 


■-4— N — ^  

.  ..c 

The  City     of  Saints  fhall  appear 


The  Day  of    E^  ter-ni-ty  come; 


From  Earth  we  fhall  quickly  remove 


54. 


And  mount  to    our  native  abode^, 


5 


m 


2/. 


The  Houfe  of  our    Father  above; 


i 


The    Palace     of  Angels  and  GOD, 


London 


The  fpacious  Firmament  on  high^Vith 


all  the  hlue^  E— thereal  Skj>Andfpangled 


3 


'Heavens  a  fhining  Frame^Their- great, O- 


6S. 


3S£ 


rigi  _  nal  proclaim.  Th  tin -wearied 


1 


m 


# — 0 


2 


'  — 

Sun  from  day  to  day^Does  his  Create r^s 


I     Power  d if -play:  And  publifhes  to  every 


LandjTheWork  of  an     almighty  Hanc^the 


Work  of  an       almigh -ty  Hand. 


Hymn  gi.. 


Irene 


Two  Sixes  and  four  Sevens 


Thouje.fu.  art  our  KingJIiy  ceaff 


66. 


m 

( 

— 

our  glad  Tongue     em  —  plojl> 


M I  q  1 1P  f  M  I  Q  - 


Praife  o'er  flow  our     Grateful  Soul: 


1 — ^ 

■ 

( , 

— 1 

to 

— e 

M 

( 

' —  M  1 

While  E  -ter- nal    A -ges  roll 


Hymn  s% 

V/eit  Street . 


33 


it 


A_rife  my  Soul  a -rife*  Thy  Saviours 


67 


^ — 

Sacrifice  !     All  the    Names  that 


Love   could  find^     All      the  Forms^ 

1^  ^ 


Love    could    take  Je 

4- 


f 


in    himfelf   hath  joind  ^  Thee  my 


Soul^his    own     to  make 

Hymn  sg. 


o — 

gree- 


58. 


■  o 

1    1  : 

-t 

c 

-J 

-1 

Angels  and  Men     be   join^dj  To 


celebrate   with  me 


The  Saviour 


— e^- 

1 

a  -  toning  Lambj        And    hlefs  the 


II 


Sound   of  Jefn^s  Name 


69. 


-•nr 

1  i 

— e 

i 

t 

—J 

-1 

he  afsumes    Are  Light  and  Ma— jes  — 


ty:  His 


His  Glories  fhinew^B earns  fo 


bright^  No      Mor-tal    E  _ 


— P~ 

— 

v-f 

'1 

— 

Ijll"-'  - 

r 


-je   can   bear  the  Sight 

Cardiff. 

3 


Thou  GOD  of  Truth  and  Lovt 


70. 


re 


We  feek  tly    per^fect  Wy>  Readj 


ll-'ihrrrl'i 


thy  choice  t approve,  Thj  Providence 


t^obej: 


Enter  into  tly^  wife  de_ 


xtt* 


fign.*^And  fweetly    lofe  our  Will  In  thine. 


H^furfectiori  • 


1^ 

Re-jolce^the  Lord    is  Kingljrour 


Lordand  Kin^J    a-dorel  Mortals  oive 
c  c 


71. 


thanks  and  fing.  And    triumph  ever^ 


saz: 


more.Ij^ift  upj^our  Heart:  Lift  up  j-our 


Voic|:  Rejoic^^  again  I    fay  rejoice^e^ 


Toice,rejoice^Rejoice  again  I  fay^Rejoict, 

IfYMN^105. 


Self  Dedication. 


1 


1 


Father  Son,  and  Ghojij 


H 

1^ 

— d 

-e— 

72. 


— 

— 

- 

n 

- 

h-r 

0 


As  liy  the     celeftial     Hoft  .Let  thy 


i 


X 


o  o 


Will  on  Earth  he  done:    Praife  h^  all 


3 


1^ 


to     thee  he     given.   Glorious  Lord 


-4 

ay 

<; 

— e 

— 

— 

of     Earth  and  Heaven  • 


HYMTsf  104. 

Builth  . 


I 


Come^let  us  afcend^My  Companion 

^  — ^ 


Friend^To   a    tafte  of  the  Banquet  a- 


 1 

If 


Jefus  itpine^Come  up    intone Giariot of 


Love.  I£  thy  Heart  be  as  mine^If  for 


Jefus  it  pin e^Come  up  into  the  Chariot  of 


he 

Love;  Come  up    into  the  Chariot  of  Love, 
» 

Snows  Fields, 


Thee^efu^      thee  the  Sin^ners 


74. 


Friend_^       I      follow       on  i  to  appre. 


I 


hend. 


Renew  the    glo^rious  flrife 


i 


1^ 


Di-vinelj       con .  fi  _  dent  and 


"bold^  With  Faith^sftron^Arm  on  thee  lay 


^-O-  : 

U — La» 

,.1 

hold^  Thee  nvy>thee  m\'       E  eternal  Life, 

Hymn  loS. 

Chaple  • 


O  Love  Divine^  how     fweet  thou 


76^ 


On 


art'AVhen  fhall   I     find  my  willing 


• 

• 

in 

ft 

M=4 

f 



.  thirft,!   faint,    and  die    to   pro ve^  the 


Greatnefs  of    re -deeming  Love/TheLove  of 


Chrift  to    me^the  Love  of  Chriftto  me. 

Hymn-  107. 

Woods. 


EE- 


Thou  GOD  of  glorious  Majefly.To 


76. 


m 

— J 

thee     in    my      behalf^  to    thee  A 


i 


3 


worm  o£ Earth  I  cr 


A     worm  of 


m 


5: 


Earth  I  cry:  An  half     a  — wak  — en'd 


mm 

Blifs  or  Pam^   A    Sinner    bom  to 
7f^ 


die^  A 


Sin-ner     born  to 


di 


le 


Hymn  108 


77. 


Marienbourn, 


1 


I 


3D: 


Lo!  GOD     is  here.'  let     us  adore^ 
Let     all    within        iis   feel    his  Pou'er, 


i 


And  own^  how  dreadful  is  this  Placel 
And    fi  _  lent     bow  ^^^fore  his  Face. 


Who  knows  his  Power^  his  Grace  who  prove. 


XT 


i 


TT 


Serve  him  with  Awe^with  Rev^  rence;love 


Hymn  log. 


^Frankfort. 


Six  Eights 
o 


ceeos 


12 


Father  of  Li  ^^hts^frorri  whom  proceed 
WhofeGoodnefs  pro^viede  nti/  ^j^^/ 


d  '  < )  d 


■e- 


hsit  e^e.i  thy  eye  ij  Creatttre  needs.  To 
'^eeds  J' joung  Ravens  when  they  cry  : 


78. 


-C 

o  <; 

1  

Thee  I    look:  my  Heart  preparej  Sug_ 


I 


xr 


geft^nd  hearken     to    nvy  Prajer 

Hymn  no 


25^  Pfalm  . 


13 


The  Lord    my  Pafture      fhall  pre_ 


n— f 


-a 


pare^And  feed  me   ^^ith  a  Shepherds 


Care:His  Prefence  v fhall  my  Wants  fup 


plj^And   guard  me    with    a  watchful 


19. 


I 


i 


-0 


Eye.IVIy  Noon  daj  Walks  he  Ihall  atteTid^\^ 


all  IT 

J    Midnight  ] 

lours  dc 

?fen 

d. 

hymn^  hi 

Bradford, 


I. 

3^ 

 er 

L-e  h 

Jefu.thy    honndlefs   Love  to  me 


— c 

— r 

t 

-e- 

J  rl  a  rr  ?  ( 


3^ 


clarc:    O  knit  my  thankful  Heart  to  Thee. 
Thine  wholly.thlne    a-lone  lani^^ 


jd'|n.||l 


XT 


And  reign      without      a    ri-val  there. 
Be    thou       a -lone   mj  conflant Flame 


80, 


HYMN  H2. 

.Carv!s. 


— 

c 

1 J  1 

-e  

 V- 

Thee  will  I    loveyvith    all  my 


9 


Tower:  Thee  will  I  love^my  Joy,  my  Crown: 
Power^     In     all  my  Works^'bi  thee  alone. 

^^-Sl"r|l°  f;'|nJJIo  IIq 


Thee  will  I     love/ill  thepure  Fire  Fill 




1  « 

SH-:'"  j^/^  113. 

Wel'ch. 


i 


i 


XX 


"tO  Love  Diviiie^!    -what  liaft  tho'i  donel 


-a 


03 


23 


Thlmmor  -  tal    GOD  hath   died  for  mei 


81. 


XL 


The     Fa_thers   co-e--ter.nal  Son;  Bore 


—I — 

V  , 

i— — 

-^-^ 

1  iLi — I 

all  my     SirivS    upon  the  Tree-i  Tl?Im_ 


■e- 


-e 


mortal   GOD  for  me    hath diedlMi 


Lord^mj  Love^  is  Cru  cified 


Norwich  • 


O  GOD  of  our  Fore  fa  _  thershear 


And  make  thy  faithful  merciesknown 


82. 


ft  {■  c  r  rir  ^ 

To  thee  thro' Jefus     we  draw  near. 


Thy  fufferingivellhelov  ed  Son: 


In  whom  thy.    In  whom    thy  fmiling 


m 


m 


Face  I   fee.    In    whom  thou.  In  Vvhom 


I 


thou         a  rt  well  plea s'd  with  me  • 


Birmingham 


^3 


Thou  hidden  fourr  e     of    calm  re- 


83. 


i 


pofe^  Thou  all  fuff  i 


—  cientLove 


Divine^       Mj  Help  and  Re  -  fuge  from  my 


i 

< ; 

Foes^  fecTire  I     am^  if  thou  artmine 


IX 


-St 


And  lo  from    Sin    and    Grief  and  Shame 


— 

4^ 

I 


I     hide  me^   Jefus     in  thyName^ 


XX 


XX 


r 

I  hide^    I    hide^    I    hide  me 


-  fus . 


5 


111, 


Je-  -fus^        in      thy  Name 


84. 


IfYMA^  116. 

Old  112*  Pfalm  Tune. 


IT 

Thou  hidden  Love  of  GOD.whofe 


1  

(] 

c 

1  e 

1 — ^ 

0 

c: 

-a 

1 — n 

— 

L_. 

— e 

1 — 

17 


— 

beauteous  Light 


Inly  I    figh  for 


e 


thjr  Repofe,        My  Heart  is  painMnor 


i 

— 1_ 

r — 

I  

1 — e 

— 

can 


it    he    At   reft^till     it  find 


J+H-  = 

Sheffield. 


85^. 


S3 


I 


i 


Sinners, re Toice^vour  Peace  is  madeyr 


Saviour  on  the  Crofshathbledtjroiir 


GOD  in  Jefus      reconciled  On  all  his 


Works  again   hath  fmilM^  Hath 


r  Cr"  ^  V  r 


Gra ce  thro*  Chrift     B lefsin^iven^  To 


•  

 "    7  ^ 

all  on  Earth  and  all  in  Heaven^  Hath 


3 

— 

 < 

o  o 


t. 

— e 

— # 

all  on  Eart^h  and   all   in  Heaven. 


.Hymn  n% 


Mourners 


Faint  is  my  Headland  fick  my  Hearty 


While  thou   doft  e  —  ver^  e_verflaji 


Fixt  in  my  Soul  I    feel   thy  Dat\, 


Groan.  Groan.  Groaning  I  feel  it 


r- 

-e 

( : 

— 

night  and  day.     Come^ord^and  fhew 


87. 


re 

m 

f  ] 

thv  felf     to   me*.  Or  take^O  take  me. 


75- 

p 

m 


Talljs  I04\^Pfal 


m 


d   o  * 


O  whatfhalll  do  my Saviourtoprail^> 

^  ^ 


3 


So  faithful  andtrne^fo  plentioTisinGracei 


 \   - 

1  d 

I — L 

3 


ir 


i 


The    weakeft  Believer^thathangs  upon  Him' 


.^New'caftle  • 


* 


All  Ih^nks  to  the  Lamb,\vho  gives  us  to 
Hisii.  Love  we  proclairn^His  Praifes  re_ 


i 


ni^^t'  We  \aTn  our  Jefus:  con 
peat: 


3 


'  tinn^ll^  near^ 


To  pardon  and 


blefs  usjAnd    perfect    us  here 


Hymn  121 


Tis      finifh'd^Tis  don e^ the   Spirit  is 


fledithe  Prifoner  is  gone.the  Chriftian  is 


6P. 


^^^^ 
deadithe  Chriflian  is        living  Thro' 


Je_fus  his  Love^  And  gla<ll7 


 5^ 

— !- 

-J 

1  

< : 

^^^^^ 


33 


ceivi'ng,  A    Kingdom  above 

Hymn  199.. 

Walfal .  ^ 


— 

1 — 

f : 

i 

Ye  Servants  of  GOD^j^our  Mafter  pro_ 


f 


claim^And  publifh     abroad^His  won- 


90. 


i 


derful  Name:  the  Name  all  victorious  of 


4^ 

-1 

— — 

# — 1 

— - 

Jefus  extall^  His  Kingdom  is  g,lo- 


15 


i 


riou.^And  rules  over  all:    Hi?  Kingdom  is 


m 

p 

— f- — 1 

— 

glorious^And  rules  over  all 


Hymn  19.5 

Amfterdam . 


GOD  of  un -exampled  Grace/ Re- 
Matter      of    E  Y^ternal  Praife  We 


deemer  ofMankind>  Still  our  choiceft 
in  thy  Pafsion  find^ 


91. 


ftrains  we  brings :  Still  the  joyful  Theme 


purfue:  Theethe   Friend  of  Sinners 


fingjWhofe  Love   is       ever  new 


HYMN  124 


Clark's 


Jefus  drinks  the  bitter  Cup.  the 


Wineprefs  treads      alone:  Tearsthe 


I 


Graves  and    Moun-tains  up^  Bj' 


92, 


Ft-— 

his     expi  —  ring  Groan:   Lo  the 


1  p  1  1 

—r 

■#  

i 

Cen  ^  terqnakes,thegreat  Jeho  -  vahdies 

Hymn  19.6. 


Bac 

— 

:kflifler. 

—J 

Jefu   let  thy  pitjlng'Eye  Call  back  a  || 


E 


wandring  Sheep:  Falfe  to  theelike Peter 


9i. 


p — 

-J 

— r 

-j — 1 

$ 

--^^ 

 mH 

■i— 1- — i 

1 


Gracereftor'cl^Onme  be  all  long,  fuffering 


fhewn  :  Turn  %  lookirpoTi  me  Lord'-Tiirn^ 


_ 

look  upon  me  Lord:  ^  break myheart of  fton* 


 ^ 

HYM^^  19.6. 

Calvary. 


Lamh  of  GOD  whofe  bleedingLove 


94. 


We  now   recall  to  mind^   Send  th 


le 


Anfwer     from    a  -  bove.  And  let  us 


1 


mercy  f^nd:     Tliink  on    us^who  thin]< 


 h 

J 

— #  

i 

J 


on  Thee^  And  every    ftrugglino  Soul 


releafer      O     re-member  Calva 

E 


rjT^And  bid  us      go     in  peace^And 


bid  us     go  in  peace 


9^. 


Hymn  121. 

??^TV-r|  |/Q  '■ 


Wretched^helplefs    and    d  i  ftreil^  Ah 
Ever     Sa'fpii^J  4$V^^-^^^  RefV,^  I 


whither  fhall  I  ^ly^        Naked^  fick 


o 

■  (.: 

and  poor  and  lilind^aft  bonnd  in  Sin 


J — u 


^=1 


33: 


and  mif  —  e  _  vyj     Friend  of  Sinners^ 

* 


Sic 


5 


Friend  of     Sinners^  Friend  of  Sinn.ers 


P 

let  me    fin d^  my     Help^  my  all 


— 

96. 


Hymn  i28 


Weftminfter 


Q  I       M  <: 


Love  Divint,  all  Loves  ex 
Fix       in  us        thy  hum  _  Me 


celling^  Joj7  of  Heaven^  to 
dwelling;    All     ^^^J    f^aith  _  ful 


IX 


Earth  come  down: 
mercies    crown . 


Jefu^    thou  art 


Eg 


fx 


X 


all      Compafsion^    Pure^  unbounded 


9 


Love  thou  art:         Vifit         us  with 


13 


thy       Sal-va^tionj       En  _  ter 


eve—  rv  trembling  Heart 
o 


Djing  Stephen . 


91. 


ir  ^ 


Head  of  thy   Church  triumphant^ 

7^  ^  ^  - 


Wejojfully    adore  thee:  Till  thou  ap_ 


±3: 


pear^   thy  Members  here    fhall  fing  like 


thofe  in    Glory.    We  lift  our  Hearts*^ 


Voices^WithhleftAnti.cipa  -  -  tionjAnd 


crj     a  loud^  and  give  to  GOD  The 


Praife  of  our    Sal  -  va  -tion 


58. 


45r 


IlYMN  150. 

115^^  PfalmTune. 


ill  praife  my  Maker  while  iVe 
>Iy    Days    of  Praife fh all  ne'er  be 


£2 


5 


TVe?th^  And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in 
i  .lit  ;     While  Life  and  Thoughtand  Being 


i 


s=9 


O  Q 


l>eath,  Praife  fhall  employ  fny  nobler 
lait^.^        Or     Immor  _  ta  -  H  _  ty  ,en- 


i 


-J 


Powers; 
(lures . 


Happv  the  Man  whofe  Hopes  re. 


d=  q  q 


Ij        On  Jpraels  GOD;He  made  the 


Sky^      And  Earth  and  Seas    with  all 


their  Train.    His  Truth  for  e^verftands 


9y 


pi 


i 


fecure:      He  faves  th'oppreft  He  feeds  the 


r 

I— e 

-J 

PooTj  And  none  fhall  find  his  Promilevain. 

Hymn  I3i. 

York . 


tic 

Thee  will  I     love     O   Lord  my 


an 


-e- 


Power;     My  Rock  and  Fortrefs  istVieLord, 


1 


jt±hi 


*  # '  o 


Mj  GOD,my  Saviour,  and  my  Tower> 


5 


My  Horn  and  Strength  mv  Shield  and 
o  *^ 


100. 


Sword^        Secure  I    truft  inhisDefencer 


i 


i 


g-er-t 


1 


I  ftand  in   his    Om  -  nipo^tencer 


XX 


i 


Still  will    I      in-  _ vocate  his  Mame^ 


1 — r—- -"^-^ 

Arid  fpend  my  Life  in  Prayer  and  Praife^ 


'  II 

his  Goodnefs  owivhisPrpmife  claim^  And 


i 


is: 


look  for     all  his     Caving  Grace,  Till  all 


his    fa  -vin0    Grace    I   fee^  From 
c 


101. 


Sin  and  Hell  for 


ever  free 


Hymn  i32. 

^gjjlandels  March.  ^ 


1 


Soldiers  of  Chrift  arife^  -  andputjoTir 
Strong  ^in  the  Lord  ofHoft,  And  in  his 


i 


ArmoTir  on;  Stronj^inthe  StrengthwGodfup. 
mightyPower^Who  in  the  Strength  of  Jefus 


mi 


i 


1 


plies,Thro' his  External  Sonj  Stand;then,in 
trnfls  Is  more  than  Conqueror^  ^ 


Hi s  great  mightJVith allhis  Strenjthend  /dyi* 


take  to  arm^oufor  the  Fight^Jhe  Pano-. 


102. 


ir  ^ 


4   4  4 


3 


ply  of  God^  That  haveing  all  things  done^ 


r  Yi  VfH  J 


And  alljrour  Conflicts  paft^Ye  may  o'er 


come  thro'Chrift  Ye  may  o^r  come  thro' 


-'(^rift  aJone  And  {land  entire  at  lafl . 


Hymjv  155. 


Leominfter. 


./^ff  I  ^  fF   4   ^  1^ 


Awajr  my  un  -believe in g  Fear!  Fear 


fhall  j'n    me    no     more  take  Place^  mj 


103: 

Saviour  doth  not  j^et  appear.  He  hides  the 
Brightnefs  of  his  Face:  But  fhall  I  therefore 


noi      I   never  will  give  up  my  wShield^-i 


— 

tho' the  Vine  its  Fruit    deny.Al-tho"*  the 


,  -  Olive  jrield  no  Oil^  The  with  ringEgTree 


104. 


5: 


droop  and  die  The  Field        illude  the 


Tillers  Toil  The  empty  Stall  no  Herd  af. 


j^T^'f^r  rip 7^ 


ford^and  perifh    all  theBleatingRacejYet 


will  I      triumph  in  the  LordTheGodof 


35 


nvy    Sal-vation  Praife 


Finis. 
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Thlt  this  Eart  of  Divine  Worfliip  may  be  the 
more  acceptable  to  God,  as  well  as  the  more 
profitable  to  yourfelf  and  others,  be  careful 
to  obferve  the  following  Dlredlions. 

L  T  EARN  thefe  Tunes  before  you  learn  any  others; 
I  JL/  afterwards  learn  as  many  as  you  pleafe. 
I  11.  Sing  them  cxa5ily  as  they  are  printed  here,  without 
\  altering  or  mending  them  at  all ;  and  if  you  have  learned 
:  to  fing  them  otherwife.,  unlearn  it  as  foon  as  you  can. 
1^  in.  Sing  yf//.  See  that  you  join  v^  ith  the  Congregation 
'  as  frequently  as  you  can.  Let  not  a  flight  Degree  of 
Weaknefs  or  Wearinefs  hinder  you.  If  it  is  a  Crofs 
to  you,  take  it  up  and  you  will  find  a  Bleffing. 

iV.  Sing  hftily  and  with  a  good  Courage.  Beware 
of  finging  as  if  you  were  half  Dead,  or  half  a  Sleep; 
but  lift  up  your  Voice  with  Strength.  Be  no  more  afraid 
of  your  Voice  now,  nor  more  afhamed  of  its  being 
heard,  than  when  you  fung  the  Songs  of  Satan, 

V.  Sing  modeftly.  Do  not  haul,  fo  ai;  to  be  heard 
abovej  or  diiiincl  from  the  Refl:  of  the  Congregation, 
that  you  may  not  deftroy  the  Harmony;  but  flrive  to 
unite  your  Voices  together,  fo  as  lo  make  one  clear  me- 
lodious Sound. 

VI.  Sing  m  Tune :  whatever  Time  is  Sung  be  furc  to 
keep  with  it.  Do  not  run  before  nor  flay  behind  it; 
but  attend  clofe  to  the  leading  Voices,  and  move  there- 
with as  exaclly  as  you  can ;  and  take  care  you  flng  not 
too  Jloiv,  This  drawling  Way  naturally  Ifeals  on  all 
who  are  lazy ;  and  it  is  high  Time  to  drive  it  out  from 
among  us,  and  flng  all  our  I'unes  juft  as  quick  as  we  did 
at  firft. 

VII.  Above  all  {mg/pmiualfy.  Have  an  Eye  to  God 
iii  every  Word  you  ling.  Aim  at  plealing  Him  more 
than  yourfelf,  or  any  other  Creature.  In  order  to  this, 
attend  ftridtly  to  the  Senfe  of  what  you  fing,  and  fee 
that  your  Heart  is  not  carried  away  with  the  Sound, 
but  offered  to  God  continually  ;  fo  (hall  your  Tinging  be 
fuch  as  the  Lord  will  approve  of  here,  and  revv'ard  when 
he  Cometh  in  the  Clouds  of  Heaven. 
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